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PART I 

MORAL EMBLEMS 

PLEASE don't skip this description of 
Robert Hervey Randolph — six feet straight 
up and down, broad of shoulder and narrow 
of hip, sandy-haired, blue-eyed, nose 
slightly up-ended and wearing a saddle of 
faint freckles, clean shaven, well groomed, 
very correctly dressed, and twenty-six years 
old. Let it be added that his eyes were 
placed just far enough apart to stamp him 
forever honest; he had an open and most 
prepossessing countenance. 

At the moment of the start of this rapid 
yarn, he was standing in the Van Telliers' 
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library, looking down in pained and flushed 
surprise at Miss Madge Van T., who was 
sitting in a huge leathern chair half facing 
the fire in the open grate, one leg very much 
under her, the other waving a satin-and-silk 
combination of foot and ankle in distracting 
accompaniment to her disturbing speech. 

"Bobby," said Miss Van T., "you are 
darned good-looking; you're strong, 
straight, and a gentleman; there are times 
when you are wholly adorable, but, never- 
theless, I'm not going to the show with you 
to-night, or to the opera to-morrow, or any- 
where any more. There, there, dear boy; 
you don't have to say anything. You have 
one of those faces that is absolutely beyond 
the aid of a vocal organ. It says everything 
that is in your heart of gold before your 
brain has time to tinkle a bell." 
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"Look here, Madge," said the pained Mr. 
Randolph : "are you making fun of my face 
or of my brain or of both?" 

"My dear," said Miss Van T. quite 
gravely, "I'm not making fun of you in any 
way whatsoever. I'm merely telling you 
how lovable you are, so that you will un- 
derstand how serious it is when I say that 
I've decided not to love you any more." 

"B-but how can you help it?" stammered 
Mr. Randolph, his tongue for once saying 
the same thing as his face at the same time. 

Miss Van T.'s breast fluttered as though 
rising against its mistress to the defense of 
this disingenuous young man, and she was 
obliged to swerve her eyes from his and 
draw a long breath before she answered. 

"I can, because I will," she said, her face 
paling. "Oh, Bobby, can't you wake up? 

3 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

Look round you and come to earth! Yovt 
are born and bred on Manhattan, yet you've 
never seen New York. You walk round and 
poke in wherever your fancy leads you, just 
like a kid in his own back yard, but every- 
thing is apparently so familiar that you just 
don't see it." 

"I guess you're right," said Bobby 
thoughtfully. "It never occurred to me to 
look at New York any more than to pick 
over my own ash-barrel. I've often been 
tempted by the ash-barrel next door, but 
— your own — Look here, Madge: why 
should I try to see New York, and why 
should we be talking ash-cans when I've 
got you to look at in one of the most be- 
witching and abbreviated bits of dress- 
goods that ever revealed a completely ador- 
able person? Tell me that" 
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"Well," said Madge, her face hardening, 
"I will. It's a long story, not in words but 
in generations. The Van Telliers have lived 
in East Ninth Street since the year one of 
the island. That is, they used to live here; 
now they hardly exist. They are merely an 
assorted lot of animated corpses that crawl 
out of their tomb periodically to take a 
strange air, leaning on a rotten stave called 
the 'Old Order/ " She flashed at him a look 
considerably older than her twenty-four 
years. "The Old Order bores me to distrac- 
tion," she went on. "I'm not blind, and I'm 
too young to play the role of revenant and 
smack my lips over it. Listen to this, 
Bobby : the new New York is a fever, and 
I've caught it. I want a rainy-day car, a 
calling-car, and a touring car; I want 
dresses that will stab with envy the heart of 
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every woman that looks at them ; I want my 
jewels to run to size and quality, and I want 
a yacht just for the papers to talk about, 
because I hate to ride in the smelly things." 

Bobby's eyes had grown rounder and 
wider as the list progressed. 

"Do you think you could get along on a 
hundred thousand a year?" he asked very 
softly. It was quite a new tone with him in 
Miss Van TVs experience, but her thoughts 
were too busy elsewhere to take note of it. 

"I don't know," she said slowly. "I've 
been going into the subject rather thor- 
oughly, and a hundred thousand would be 
running it on a pretty close margin. By the 
way, just what is your allowance under that 
crazy will?" 

"Ten thousand," said Bobby. 

"Well," said Miss Van T., "there you 
6 
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arc! Just enough to keep you comfortably 
in debt, and you want to marry me on it I It 
wouldn't be quite so out of the question if 
you knew you were going to have it for- 
ever, but you don't. It may be cut off — " 

"Any day," said Bobby promptly. "It 
isn't likely, after all these years, but it may." 

"Well, there you are!" Miss Van T. re- 
peated herself. "I'm not altogether a pig, 
Bobby. Ten thousand with you thrown in 
is enough to make any woman think three 
times, but the truth is you have been killed 
by too little and too much kindness. If you 
had never gone on as super for a disappear- 
ing heiress, you might have amounted to 
something by now. Instead of making you, 
that money has buried you." 

"You don't know me altogether, Madge," 
said Bobby. "Do you think I've never 
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thought things out? When I need to make 
money, I'll do it. The great thing nowa- 
days, it seems to me, is not to have too 
much." 

"'Not to have too muchP" exclaimed 
Miss Van T., a puzzled frown on her fore- 
head. "Bobby, do you know that you've 
said something original? No; I won't put 
it quite as strong as that, but I will say that 
you've given birth to an exotic idea." 

"Have I?" said Mr. Randolph, assuming 
a vacant stare. 

"But it doesn't alter things as far as I am 
concerned," she continued, almost without 
a pause. "In fact, it only simplifies matters. 
You've signed the warrant. I want loads of 
money; you're afraid of having too much. 
So we'd better turn our backs on each other 
and march." 
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Mr. Randolph looked at her through nar- 
rowed eyes. 

"I suppose," he said, "you have picked 
out the man with a hundred thousand a 
year?" 

"Not finally," said Miss Van T., "though 
they are not so scarce in this hurly-burly 
world as your question implies. If you're 
willing to take anything — " She raised and 
dropped her hands in an eloquent gesture. 
"After all," she added, "it isn't the cash I'm 
keen on, but what it will bring. If neces- 
sary, m earn my own living." 

"Earn your own living I" exclaimed Mr. 
Randolph. "Will you please tell me how 
you could earn anything?" 

"Oh, I could," said Madge, hedging. 

"How?" insisted Mr. Randolph. 

"Well," said Miss Van T., "I've had a 
9 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

couple of offers without even asking. When 
I tried to jew Simon Simon down on this 
very frock on the grounds that I was hard 
up, he said, in the nicest way, that he would 
take me on at sixty a week any day during 
the next five years." 

"And the other?" asked Mr. Randolph. 

"The other," said Miss Van T., dropping 
her eyes, "was Beacher Tremont. He wasn't 
quite so nice, but he offered more. He said 
he was looking for a private secretary, who 
could name her own price." 

"During the next five years — at your own 
price," repeated Bobby, his mind dazed but 
nevertheless going straight to the kernel of 
each proposition. "Madge, do you know 
what you're saying? Do you know the hor- 
rible things you infer?" 

She moved one hand impatiently. 
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"Bobby," she said, "don't get theatrical. 
I tell you New York is a fever. IVe caught 
it, and I'm not a bit sorry. The choice be- 
tween being a Van Tellier corpse and a f ast- 
ish woman is easy. The scmi-dcclassees of 
New York, if they play for high enough 
stakes, have a world of their own that is 
worth moving in. Money is merely an ad- 
junct to it — nothing but the bridge across 
which clever men come to show themselves 
off at their untrammeled best" 

"Madge," said Bobby, at once frightened 
and earnest, "you only half know what 
you're talking about There i9 such a world 
as you speak of — it's the world of insatiably 
hungry women. It's brilliant and fascinat- 
ing for a while, but it breathes a poisoned 
air, and all its roads lead down. Every 
woman that goes into it with her eyes opea 
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has an idea that, with her beauty and her 
brains, she can buck the tiger and get away 
with it. She won't look over her shoulder 
and read the record of an endless losing run 
on the black." 

Miss Van T. smiled. 

"I'm already beginning on my reward," 
she said. "You've never talked so well be- 
fore in your life." 

"It's more than talk," said Bobby, flush- 
ing angrily. "And the ways of access that 
you have imagined I" he continued. "You 
read happy stories to the public taste of 
tnidinettes, showroom girls, and dress- 
models, and perhaps you think they mirror 
the life. Why, Madge, the taunts that those 
girls fling indifferently at virtue and at vice 
are so vile that they couldn't be repeated 
even among half-decent men* 91 
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Madge raised her eyebrows. 

"Yet you know them," she commented 
coolly. 

Mr. Randolph shrugged his shoulders. 

"Yes," he said; "I know them. I've 
bumped into them, just as one bumps into 
everything in this town sooner or later. IVe 
even stopped a girl's mouth with my hand 
and been bitten for my pains." 

"Really?" said Madge, quite interested. 
"That was nice of you. But, Bobby, this k 
my frank night. Let me tell you that vile 
words don't affect a woman half as much as 
you men imagine. If she likes the speaker, 
the words are nothing; and if she hates, why, 
she just welcomes them as a little more fuel. 
In themselves, they don't matter; they just 
pass over." 

"I can almost believe you," said Bobby, 
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t cold wonder dawning in his eyes. "And 
the other way," he continued, "the private 
door for the private secretary. That's a road 
of burned bridges. Every man, decent or 
indecent, feels a queer sinking of the heart 
when he hears of a woman taking it." He 
looked at her shrewdly. "And yet you may 
do it," he said, half to himself. "If you are 
one of the hungry women, God help you, 
for they all walk blindfolded." 

"They don't walk" said Madge, flushing, 
and her eyes gleaming strangely. "That's 
just the point : they rush, whirl, and — " 

"And crash," finished Bobby. 

"That's the very word," said Madge. "If 
you'll only keep on the way you've started, 
l f d love to talk to you all night." 

"No chance of that," Mid Bobby, 
[14 
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straight-lipped. "Fm through, and Vm 
going." He turned toward the door. 

"Not without kissing me good-by, 
Bobby I" cried Madge. 

He looked over his shoulder with a po- 
lite but impersonal smile. 

"I'm not much on kissing strange 
women," he said lightly. "It would take 
me years to learn to kiss you again." 

He left the room and the house. The 
night was chill but not actually cold — one 
of those nights of late November that brace 
the blood of New Yorkers for the plunge 
into the endurance race of the season and 
still leave a touch of languor in the air to 
appeal to the softer senses. It was a night 
for adventure, for challenging glances, and 
daring advances. Fever was in it, but could 
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not reach the immune Mr. Robert Hervey 
Randolph. 

With his top-hat pushed back on his head, 
the ends of his muffler flying loose, his over- 
coat half unbuttoned, he swung up the de- 
serted lower reaches of the Avenue, punctu- 
ating his thoughts with the solid rap of his 
stick on the pavement. It might be sup- 
posed that he was thinking and mourning 
over the sudden demise of the Miss Van 
Tellier he had thought he had known for 
many years, but such was not the case. 

Mr. Randolph was not built on mourn- 
ing-lines; at the moment under review, he 
was thinking about himself and the strange 
fate that had made him a foster-child of 
fortune. He proceeded to look back ten 
years. Just a decade ago he had had his one 
meeting with the young lady whose disap- 
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pearance had brought him an unstable af- 
fluence. It had taken place on this very 
avenue and less than forty short blocks 
away. He had reason to remember the en- 
counter, for it had brought into sudden con- 
junction a lovely Persian cat, a lovely wire- 
haired terrier, a lovely child, and himself. 
The cat had dashed from a proud front door 
to cross Forty-something Street under the 
nose of a taxi-cab; the dog had flown in 
yapping pursuit and, in the act, yanked his 
young mistress off her pins. He, Mr. Ran- 
dolph, had seized one of her flying feet, 
hauled her and the terrier back to safety, 
and no sooner placed her upright and 
smoothed down her absurdly short skirts 
than he, she, and especially it, the dog, be- 
came the center and circumference of an 
animated pinwheel. 
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Her unshaken determination to hold to 
the leash, whatever happened, brought dis- 
aster. The said leash wound three times 
round her ankles and those of Mr. Ran- 
dolph, bringing them both down kerplunk 
and facing each other. "My, what a bump I" 
she had cried, in startled tones, and then 
thrown back her curly head and laughed. 

It was so that he remembered her — a 
child of ten or eleven summers and no win- 
ters, merry as a sunny day, dark-haired, 
dark-eyed, pink-cheeked, pampered but un- 
spoiled. She had risen and taken his hand, 
told him her name, thanked him, ordered a 
flurried nurse to thank him, shaken her fin- 
ger at the terrier, and said, "Good-by" and 
"Come on, Maggie," all while he was still 
rubbing the seat of his first long trousers. 

On that day she had been Miss Imogene 
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Pamela Thornton, petted darling of the 
gods and Mr, Brewster Thornton, banker 
and widower; two months later had come 
Thornton's financial smash and, immedi- 
ately afterward, his spiritual, moral and 
bodily collapse. Everything that had made 
for life in him having been swept away, he 
died as a matter of course, and was buried. 
For sole inheritance, little Genie Thornton 
found herself possessor and possessed of 
one Maggie O'Rourke, a nurse of long 
standing, of earnest and faithful face, and 
a monster heart imprisoned in a pitifully 
thin chest. 

It had taken Genie's great-uncle, Asa 
Thornton, six more months to forget a 
quarrel of sixteen years' standing with his 
nephew, and by that time child and nurse 
had been seeped into that lower world 
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which can't afford morning and afternoon 
editions and is too busy praying for daily 
bread to look for a rain of manna in the 
daily press. 

In short, Maggie and her charge, traced 
down the ladder of reputable, disreputable 
and impossible lodgings, had slipped ulti- 
mately from sight and the ken of people 
with addresses, and, as a result, Mr. Robert 
Hervey Randolph, whose relationship to 
Mr. Asa Thornton is of no import whatever 
to this tale of cause and effect, came into ten 
thousand a year and a string — the string be- 
ing the possible reappearance of Miss Imo- 
gene Pamela. 

"Bob," had said old Asa, on the verge of 
a tardy demise, "I'm not introducing you to 
a war between conscience and self-interest. 
There's no silly story-book test about my 
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money; you arc under no obligation to look 
for Imogene or to shout if you step on her 
by any twist of chance. My lawyers have all 
the instructions necessary along those lines; 
they are to make every reasonable effort, 
and if they succeed, why, you're man 
enough to look out for yourself. It — it isn't 
going to make a devil of a lot of difference 
to me where the cash goes so long as I die 
with — die with the credit." 

With that last sentence, his mind had 
stumbled and wandered off to memories of 
his nephew Brewster. Looking back from 
the vantage of twenty-six years, Randolph 
caught, for the first time, the full import 
of Asa Thornton's farewell words to him 
and to life: "Die with the credit." They 
held the kernel of the old man's carefully 
measured amend 
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"Great old top!" murmured Mr. Ran- 
dolph aloud, and half unconsciously turned 
to the left at Forty-second Street Five min- 
utes later he was caught in the maelstrom 
of the Thanksgiving crowd milling round 
Times Square. 

Presently he found himself on the edge 
of a human sea, banked up to give passage 
to a honking empty taxi-cab. Here was 
another question for a suddenly inquiring 
mind. Where did taxi-cabs, empty ones, go 
to in such a hurry? The door of this one 
was swinging open, and the proof of how 
intent the crowd was on its myriad individ- 
ual goals is evidenced by the fact that a 
dozen voices did not inform the driver that 
the season was off for fans on wheels. 

The cab was moving more slowly than 
Mr. Randolph's subconscious mind, which 
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led him to step into it and quietly close the 
inviting door. Upon seating himself, he 
tried to analyze the impulse that had lifted 
him from the curb. He decided that it was 
not so much the curiosity as to the destina- 
tion of empty cabs as a natural and ancient 
dislike for being pushed and elbowed by 
people. 

It was not long before the cab, unwit- 
tingly loaded for bear, drew up with a final 
honk at the stage-door of the Crocodile. 
Immediately came a rasping voice that was 
vaguely familiar to Mr. Randolph. 

"Well," it said, "you sure took your own 
time getting here." The driver, expert 
in aggravating repartee without words, 
pressed the bulb of his atrocious horn three 
times. "Cut it out!" said the rasping voice. 
"There isn't any hurry now." 
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It was incredible, reasoned Mr. Ran- 
dolph with himself, that any one should for- 
get that voice once heard, and he was right. 
He remembered it. It was the voice of Mr. 
Duke Beamer, whom he had had the dis- 
tinct pleasure of blackballing for one club in 
college and three in town. Mr. Beamer, to 
his honest mind, was the best living example 
of animated slime in tailor-made clothes. 

Mr. B. was not alone; Mr. Randolph 
could just see his companion through the 
slant of the half-raised window-glass, and 
even that distorted glimpse was very close 
to a vision. The girl was young, beautiful, 
and troubled. Her dark-brown hair ran riot 
round the edges of her little velvet toque; 
her eyebrows arched beyond the art of pen- 
ciling, and the eyes beneath them wavered 
this way and that, as though in search of a 
24 
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merry look that had left them forever. Her 
cheeks were thin and pale, her parted lips 
aquiver; her chin was atremble. Of course 
she was very cheaply but neatly clothed. 

"Make up your mind," said the rasping 
voice. "Ride with me or walk the streets by 
yourself, and don't forget that there's no job 
behind you. You've said good-by to that 
door for good." 

The girl's wan face went through that 
contortion which says, "I won't cry," and 
doesn't, thereby achieving a pity beyond the 
meed of tears. The quivering of her lips, 
the trembling of her chin grew more pro- 
nounced — only to steady down as she swept 
up stricken and imploring eyes to the face 
of the unseen man. 

"Oh, Duke," she begged, "promise — 
promise you'll be always good to me." 
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"Of course, little one," said the rasping 
voice, promptly and much relieved, prom- 
ising lightly to pay on demand, in full for a 
soul delivered in advance. "You'll never 
regret it, believe me." 

The girl tore her doubting eyes from his 
face and stepped toward the cab. Mr. Ran- 
dolph made himself exceeding small in the 
corner nearest the curb. An unseen agent 
opened the door; the girl slipped in and 
turned to seat herself; her escort made to 
follow. Then did Mr. Randolph suddenly 
lean forward and proceed to push in the 
face of Mr. Beamer with his open hand and 
the full weight of his shoulder. That aston- 
ished scion of a once gentlemanly house 
reeled backward and sat down on the pave- 
ment kerplunk. 

"My, what a bump I" spoke a keen young 
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voice over Mr. Randolph's shoulder, but he 
was too occupied to take note of it at the 
time. He leaned far out so that the driver 
could get the full effect of his modish top- 
hat and spoke cryptic words. 

"Ten dollars' worth of the Park," is what 
he said. 

The driver welcomed the sudden appari- 
tion with a friendly grin, henked defiantly 
three times, and threw in the clutch. They 
were off, and trailing after them came such 
a string of blasphemous utterances as made 
Mr. Randolph wince. Instantly was brought 
to his recollection the assurance of Miss 
Van Tellier that the mind of woman is im- 
pervious to mere words as words. He 
turned his eyes to the face beside him and 
found prompt confirmation. 

The girl was laughing. No longer did 
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her eyes search for a gleam they thought 
they had lost forever. It was there within 
them, come back to rollick in her pupils and 
spill itself in reckless spending. 

"Oh! Oh! What a bump!" she gasped. 

"Funny, wasn't it?" said Mr. Randolph 
weakly. 

"Awfully," said the girl. 

Thereupon fell a long silence. The cab 
cut across the traffic, reached the Avenue, 
and eventually the dark Park before Mr. 
Randolph found anything further to say. 

"Funny, wasn't it?" he remarked. 

The girl cast him a startled look. 

"Why," she gurgled, "that's what you 
said before." 

"So I did," said Mr. Randolph, frowning 
thoughtfully. "So I did. By the way, 
what's your name?" 
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The girl caught her breath and swal- 
lowed her laughter. 

"Vivienne Vivierre," she said, after a 
pause. 

"God, how awful!" commented Mr. Ran- 
dolph. "One of those deliberate allitera- 
tions that go with the back row of the 
chorus." 

"Front row," Vivienne defended prompt- 
ly, but unsmiling. Her lips twitched down 
at the corners. "At least, it was front row." 

"I know," said Mr. Randolph. "You've 
been fired. I heard what Beamer said to 
you." 

She nodded her head despondently, but 
said nothing. 

"How long have you known that snake?" 
asked Mr. Randolph. 

"Not very long," she answered. "He got 
29 
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mc on, and I suppose he got me off." She 
drew a long breath and turned appealing 
eyes to Randolph. "Please," she said, "don't 
let's talk about him. I want so to be happy 
for a few minutes. I love the park at night 
with its border of lights. Let's play a 
game." 

"<A game?'" said Randolph doubtfully. 

"Yes. We'll guess which is Central Park 
West and which is One Hundred and Tenth 
Street and which is the Avenue. It is not 
as easy as you think after you've been going 
round a while. I'm feeling d-dizzy a-al- 
ready." 

"You are!" exclaimed Mr. Randolph. 
"Well, let me tell you it isn't from buzzing 
round a two-mile circuit. What did you 
have for dinner?" 
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Miss Vivicnnc shut her lips tight 
"Won't you please play my game?" she 
asked faintly. 

Mr. Randolph frowned as though con- 
sidering the subject very seriously, but the 
matter that held his attention was not the 
proposed guessing-match. That would not 
have been fair nor amusing, as the deadlights 
of his own very comfortable apartment 
blinked at him every time they came to 
Fifty-ninth Street He was justifying to 
himself a very questionable move. He 
wished to feed this stray damsel and, at the 
same time, talk to her with a purpose. He 
could not see himself doing it in a cabaret, 
and every hotel supper-room had already 
become one of those things. He came to a 
decision and spoke. 
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"I'll take a hand in your game, all right, 
but not just as you think. Do you — would 
you trust me?" 

Immediately the girl was on her guard. 
She looked into his face and read it. 

"I would never have thought of not trust- 
ing you if you hadn't asked that old, old 
trap question," she said gravely. 

"Forget that I asked it," said Mr. Ran- 
dolph promptly, and leaned out to give the 
driver his address. A thin-lipped and weary 
scorn was still on that individual's face 
when he drew up before Mr. Randolph's 
abode and honked three times derisively to 
the world in general as seen from the front 
of a taxi. 

"Wait," said Mr. Randolph to the jehu, 
as he handed out the girl. She paused with 
one foot half-way to the curb, but that single 
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word directing anything as expensive as a 
taxi to stand by reassured her. Even so, she 
did not refrain from casting one look over 
her shoulder at the cabman as though, 
drowning, she took comfort in the nearness 
of a straw. 

Randolph preceded her to show the way 
and turn on lights. He never looked back to 
see if she followed, and this implied trust in 
herself seemed to drag her after him up the 
single flight of stairs that led to his rooms. 

"Old-fashioned but cozy," he said, as he 
applied a latch-key and opened a door that 
gave directly on a large square sitting- 
room. "I hate elevators in a place you call 
home." 

In an open grate was a dying wood fire. 
He proceeded to poke and feed it at once, 
saying over his shoulder : 
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"Sit down anywhere, will you?" 

Facing the fire was a deep and much 
worn leathern couch, with a pedestal at each 
end carrying shaded lamps. They were the 
only ones he had lighted, and their glow was 
so subdued that it blended with that of the 
fire without fighting it. The girl chose to 
seat herself stiffly in a corner of this couch. 

Mr. Randolph looked at her rigid pose 
with marked disapproval, but said nothing. 
Having rejuvenated the fire till it leaped 
merrily to an attack on the fresh backlog, 
he left the room and was absent for a con- 
siderable time. When he returned, it was 
to place a small table before his guest, and 
then he fetched a tray well loaded with 
those things which grace in perpetuity a 
healthy bachelor's larder. 

He drew up a chair for himself and, with 
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an inviting nod, started to eat a great deal 
and very rapidly. 

"Get in on the lunch while there 1 ! time," 
he admonished. "I warn you there's noth- 
ing more in the house." 

The girl gave him a grateful look and 
proceeded to fill herself with the most sus- 
taining food within reach. She did not fail 
to note that there was nothing to drink but 
water. When they could eat no more, Mr. 
Randolph removed the table, and then 
seated himself in the opposite corner of the 
couch. 

"You don't seem to be at ease here," he 
said presently. "If you think you'll be more 
comfortable, we can go down and sit in the 
cab. I want to talk to you." 

The girl considered gravely for a mo- 
ment; then her face broke into a rippling 
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smile that swept up and settled in her eyes. 
She reached for a cushion, put it at her 
back, tucked one foot under herself, and 
waved the other in the same fashion as had 
Miss Van Tellier earlier in the evening. 

"Now talk," she said. 

They made a very domestic picture as 
they sat half facing each other in the dimly 
lit room, except that there was lacking the 
element of accustomed stodginess, banished 
by the presence of a third party — Youth, by 
name. They were more like two children, 
playing breathlessly at keeping house, than 
like a settled couple backed by memories 
of crude intimacies and quarrels. 

"Do you like me?" asked Mr. Randolph 
presently, much to his own surprise. 

She nodded her head. 

"You're not afraid to be here?" 
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She shook denial. 

"Have you ever been in a man's room 
before?" 

She looked him straight in the eyes and 
made no other sign. 

It was Mr. Randolph's turn to flush. 

"Then," he said, "if you like me and if 
you're not afraid, please begin at the start 
and tell me all about it" 

The girl's eyes fell and sought the fire. 
Her face slowly paled to the shade of her 
somber thoughts. She was no longer pretty; 
she was beautiful, with a revealing trans- 
parency that made her seem unfleshed, a dis- 
embodied spirit of sincerity and truth, in- 
dubitably pure. 

"I had a nurse once," she said, in a low 
voice, "and a wire-haired terrier, a show- 
dog and a darling. His name was Sport." 
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She raited solemn eyes to Randolph's face 
as though measuring his powers of under- 
standing. "My nurse died and then, one 
day, I had to sell Sport; I wasn't old enough 
to sell myself." 

She stopped speaking with an unmistak- 
able finality. Randolph was overwhelmed 
by the flood of information that this slip of 
a girl had packed into two-score words. A 
life-story in four lines and a revelation of 
the heart thrown in for good measure ! Over 
and above that, he had to reckon with the 
confirmation of a suspicion which had been 
slowly establishing itself in his mind that he 
had met her before, that not for the first 
time this night had those soft lips, curved 
for merry words, cried, "My, what a 
bump I" within his hearing. 

So many considerations pressed to his im- 
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mediate attention that he awoke to the ac- 
tual present too late to stem the tide of tears 
that suddenly rose to the girl's eyes. 

"Oh," she sobbed, "what is to become of 
me? I was so happy here, if you hadn't 
made me think!" 

If anything has been said in the course 
of these pages to give the impression that 
Mr. Randolph was modeled after Joseph 
or hewn out of ice or packed with probity 
to the exclusion of red blood, forget it. At 
the sight of those tears, he slid the length of 
the couch to first base, fielded the girl in 
his arms, switched her round so that she lay 
across his knees, drew her face against his 
shoulder, and rocked her gently. 

"You poor kiddie," he said softly, "what 
a devil of a time youVe had! But believe 
me when I tell you it's all over. This is the 
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night that starts your old happy sun into the 
blue sky again. Don't worry." 

She stopped crying and looked up into 
the honest face so close to her own, puz- 
zling as to how just those words could have 
come from it; but the world had taught her 
a hard lesson in varying standards. She 
drew a long quivering sigh. 

"If you could only wait until I love you, 
body and soul," she breathed. 

"What on earth do you mean?" asked Mr. 
Randolph. 

"Why, then it wouldn't be so bad — so 
ugly" 

"I don't get you," remarked Robert Her- 
vey. 

"A man told me just a little while ago 
that he was making a catalogue of reasons 
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why women give themselves," she con- 
tinued. "He had eleven already, and yet 
he was one of the nicest men I've met. He 
talked to me as though he were showing me 
a way that I must travel alone." 

"Really?" said Mr. Randolph, stiffening 
perceptibly. 

"The lowest reason of all was for cold 
cash," she went on, as though he had not 
spoken. "Then came the glitter of precious 
stones, and, after that, silk underwear." 

"'Silk underwear!'" exclaimed Mr. Ran- 
dolph, mystified and interested in spite of 
himself. 

"Of course you couldn't understand that," 
she said, "not unless you had seen some poor 
girl bury her face in crepe de chine and 
lace, tremble to try them on, and then sob 
because she had to wear clothes over them." 
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"Look here," said Mr. Randolph, shud- 
dering at the pity of it: "well pass on to 
the next, if you don't mind." 

"Curiosity comes next," resumed the girl 
obediently. "A woman is weak until she 
knows everything. Then cornea a funny one 
that you won't understand at all. It's called 
'Because.' 'Because he had on a coat that 
reminded her of an old coat that a man she 
had loved used to wear.' " 

"Ghastly I" commented Mr. Randolph. 

"Then come two uninteresting ones — 
cancer of the senses and the swing of the 
pendulum." 

"My dear girl — " protested Mr. Ran- 
dolph. 

"I said they weren't interesting," she re- 
minded him dispassionately. Her eyes wid- 
ened. "And now," she continued, "we go 
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up and up — spite that stabs its own heart; 
the lonely soul; consuming fire, and, last 
and greatest reason of all, just love," Her 
eyes glowed to some distant focus, "If all 
myself, my honor, my past, and my future 
dissolve to the single drop of a present mo- 
ment in the crystal cup of love, then let me 
give myself to a lover's lips for, once 
drained, nothing will be left upon which 
to hang the badge of shame — nothing re- 
main in all the world but the spirit and — 
and the sacrifice." 

"Girl," said Mr. Randolph, crushing her 
to him as though he snatched her back from 
just beyond his clasp, "where is your mind 
wandering? What have you been thinking? 
That I was asking you to — to give yourself 
to me?" 

Her eyes came suddenly to hit face. 
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"Yes," she said; "I thought that." He 
stared at her for a long silent moment, his 
lips wavering nervously between pity and 
severity. A flush swept over her face, and 
into her eyes crept a look of fear. "You 
don't want me?" she whispered; then, as he 
did not speak, her face paled and she said 
quickly: "Kiss me. I wish you to kiss me." 

There was something in her insistence 
that clutched at his heart and bent him 
forward. He drew her head up slowly to 
meet his lips and kissed her as lightly, as 
impersonally as brother ever saluted sister, 
but far more fearfully. Immediately her 
body went limp in his arms, turned to a dead 
weight of uninspired flesh. 

"It is true," she murmured, desperately. 
"You don't really want me and I can never 
love you now." 
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Randolph awoke to that still cry. He 
shook her, seized her head in both his hands, 
and forced her eyes to meet the blaze in his. 

"You generous, careless, adorable little 
fool I" he growled. "Why, you're the most 
desirable and precious bundle of lovable 
charm that robber man ever trembled to 
hold in sacrilegious arms !" 

She stared at him, amazed. 

"Why don't you kiss the way you talk?" 
she demanded. 

"Because there's no reason for your des- 
perate barter, my dear Imogene Pamela 
Thornton." 

In one lithe motion she was out of his 
arms, on her feet, back to the fire, head up- 
thrown. 

"How dare you — how dare you call me 
by that name?" She was transformed; her 
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eyes flashed with such a light as made the 
blaze in his own a paltry thing, "Do you 
think she would lie in your arms?" she 
asked, gulping out the words. "Vivienne 
Vivierre" — her lips curled in distaste at the 
name — "ah, yes; poor despairing thing! 
But I — Pamela Thornton I Oh, who are 
you? Why did you?" She dropped her 
face in her hands and sobbed as though her 
heart had broken. 

Randolph did not leap to comfort her 
this time ; he did not even watch her- With 
his eyes on the edges of fire that peeped 
from between and round her ankles, he be- 
gan to talk. 

"I knew you; I knew Sport; I knew 
Maggie. Just once I met you all, and I've 
never forgotten. I couldn't." He smiled 
crookedly. "You and I sat down so hard 
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together and you cried out, 4 My, what a 
bumpP and laughed and laughed — juit like 
to-night, back there at the stage-door of the 
Crocodile." 

Pamela, in spite of her sobbing, heard 
every word he said as weeping women in- 
variably do when it is anything of personal 
importance. She stopped crying. 

"So you were that awfully nice boy," she 
said, disclosing tear-stained cheeks and 
looking him over as though she were in- 
ventorying a long list of points of deteriora- 
tion. 

Robert Hervy Randolph, six feet tall, 
freckled-nosed, open-faced, blue-eyed and 
broad-shouldered, looked up at her almost 
appealingly as if his whole sum and sub- 
stance were crying out to be appraised at 
face value but no less. 
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"That's me," he said vapidly. "My name 
is Robert Hervcy Randolph. Some people 
call me 'Bob,' some 'Herv,' and the sidey 
ones say 'Randy.' " 

"And I shall call you 'Mr. Randolph,' " 
said Miss Thornton bravely, and then broke 
into: "After — after I've th — thanked you 
again and — and again from my heart I'm 
going now." 

"That's a wrong guess," said Robert, 
smiling happily — he didn't know exactly 
why. "I'm the one that's going, after you 
promise me that you'll stay here until ten 
o'clock to-morrow. But before we come to 
that, please don't thank me ever. It's selfish, 
but I'd simply love to have you remember 
me as Bob or Herv or, at the very worst, 
Randy. Won't you?" 
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She looked this way and that before she 
let her face ripple to its wondrous smile. 

"I'll go as far as Randy," she conceded 
mischievously; then the smile went and the 
shadow came. "But I really can't stay here, 
you know." 

Mr. Randolph leaped to his feet, reached 
her in a single stride and caught her by 
both wrists. "Look at me!" he said. "If 
you won't promise to stay here without a 
break till ten o'clock to-morrow and there- 
after at your pleasure, I'll stay myself and 
hold you. Now, do you or don't you? One 
—two—" 

"I do." 

"Do what?" insisted Robert 

"I promise." 

"Make yourself absolutely at home, 
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then," he said, as he dropped her hands and 
turned toward the door, 

"I feel like Christmas Eve," said Miss 
Thornton meekly. "Won't you please tell 
me what's going to happen?" 

"You've guessed it — Christmas," he an- 
swered enigmatically, tossed the latch-key 
on the table, and left her. 

She can be excused for spying upon him 
from the curtained window. She saw him 
awake the cabman, and then watched the 
pantomime of a long colloquy. 

"Oh!" she moaned. "No wonder! The 
awful, awful price of those horrid clock 
things! Why did I let him tell it to wait?" 

Presently she was amazed to see both the 
driver and Mr. Randolph disappear into 
the dark recesses of the cab and close after 
them its door. For twenty breathless min- 
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utcs she watched, tormented by the thought 
that they had retired to have it out where 
they wouldn't be disturbed by the police. At 
long lait they issued — both of them. Mr. 
Randolph proceeded to crank the car and 
then, walking rather strangely, went off, 
headed west; the driver mounted his box, 
threw in the clutch, and scurried to the east 
as though he were off to meet the morning. 

"Strange doings!" thought Miss Imogene 
Pamela Thornton, as she turned from the 
window to start on a privately conducted 
voyage of discovery. 

Strange doings, indeed, and stranger still 
could Imogene Pamela have heard as well 
as seen. This is what really happened : Mr. 
Randolph awoke the cabman gently but 
thoroughly; then he said: 

"Look here: I want to buy your wagon." 
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"Gowan, boss; wot d'yer take me for? 
Here I been freezin' most to det' fer two 
mortal hours an' a gent like you starts right 
in kickin' on the clock widout even read- 
in' it" 

"Shucks 1" said Mr. Randolph. "What's 
biting you? Never mind the meter- read- 
ing; here's twenty for you to forget that. 
Now tell me: Who owns your buzz- 
wagon? You?" 

"Naw; the Village Cab Company," re- 
plied the saturnine cabman as he stuffed the 
twenty-dollar bill into his trousers pocket. 

"Well," said Mr. Randolph, "you and I 
are about the same build and I've got a 
proposition for you. Change clothes, hand 
me over your cab, and take two hundred 
dollars to see yourself to another job." 

The driver showed no surprise; he con- 
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templatcd the offer with half-closed eyes 
and dubiously working lips. 

'More than that," went on Randolph: 
"I'm not taking your job just for to-night; 
I'm going to hold it. The only thing I want 
you to promise is that you'll keep your trap 
closed if you sec any ads in the personal 
columns looking for me." 

"How do I know you won't lift the car 
and whoop it up fer New Haven?" 

Randolph fixed him in the eye. 

"You know I won't, because I say it." 

"Sure — that's all right, boss," said the 
driver conciliatingly. "No bones broke. 
Now, there's just one thing more: have 
you figgcred that it's five hours to the open- 
ing of second-hand Sixth Avenue or the 
Bowery, an' I'd have to wear those clothes 
of yourn all that time?" 
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"What's the matter with these clothes?" 
asked Randolph, a little peeved. "Well, 
you've heard my offer. Take it or leave it." 

"Sure Fll take it!" said the driver 
promptly. "If I wasn't a-goin' to have 
took it from the first, what would I V been 
standin' here talkin' for?" 

Whereupon they entered to the cramped 
privacy of the cab and exchanged garments. 
Randolph was ready in ten minutes, but it 
took him another ten to complete the ap- 
pareling of the puzzled chauffeur. That 
worthy added to his investiture in Ran- 
dolph's best evening suit a sickly grin. 

"Say," he asked, "how do I look?" 

Mr. Randolph surveyed him. 

"Oh, you'll do, all right. You look about 
the way I would if I'd been on a bat. Better 
have a few drinks, if you can find them, 
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and the world will fall for your clothes. 
What time do I turn the wagon in, and what 
time do I go on again? Do you bunk at the 
garage, by any chance?" 

"Never you mind where I bunk," said the 
ex-cabman suspiciously. "D'you think I'm 
goin' to throw in a happy home for two hun- 
dred? You're on the night shift for this 
week. Read the rules an' regulations when 
you get to the garage. Say good-by to the 
boys for me an' tell the manager to go to 
blazes." 

They followed this remark out of the cab ; 
the tough in fop's clothing cranked the car 
and turned westward, as previously chron- 
icled, while Mr. Randolph, now substitute 
to Patrick O'Reilly as driver of the Village 
Cab Company's No. 1898, hurled his char- 
iot eastward, not to meet the morning, as it 
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had appeared to the watching Miss Thorn- 
ton, but in search of the residence of the 
head of the legal firm charged with the duty 
of carrying out the instructions of the de- 
funct Mr, Asa Thornton. 

Mr, Randolph, yice O'Reilly, drew up 
at the familiar address in Madison Avenue 
and laid his car cheek by jowl with the curb 
as though anchoring it for a long stay; then 
he descended from the driver's seat, entered 
the cab, exclaimed thanksgiving at finding 
a rug, wrapped himself in its warm folds, 
curled up on the seat, and went to sleep. 

In the cold early morning the strong arm 
of the Law reached in and dragged him 
back from the Elysian Fields where he had 
been wandering hand in hand with a lovely 
person dressed in a little velvet toque and 
very cheap clothes. 
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"Here, you!" said the voice of the Law. 
"Don't you know you can't put up a hotel 
in this burg without a license? Wot the — " 

"Morning, Officer," said Randolph, try- 
ing his best to be pleasant "I'm waiting 
for my fare. Any regulation against that?" 

"Don't pull that stuff on me," said the 
Law- "This ain't the Tenderloin." 

"I know it isn't," remarked Mr. Ran- 
dolph. "But I happen to be waiting for Mr. 
Borden Milyuns, of Milyuns, Branch & 
Milyuns. Ever heard of him?" 

"Sure," said the cop, impressed but still 
suspicious. "He lives here all right, but I 
ain't seen him turning down his own cars 
for night-hawks lately." 

"Well," said Mr. Randolph, "I could 
tease you along for some time and make you 
look a nut, but I won't. The truth is, his 
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prize bitch, Bride of Lammermoor, is pup- 
ping to-night, and I'm here to take the lady 
and her litter down to the dog-show in time 
to get 'cm settled for the opening. Messy 
job, but the meter is charging for it" 

"There ain't a man living that could 
think up a lie like that, not sudden," mur- 
mured the officer, and turned to resume his 
beat while Mr. Randolph promptly hit the 
mat in the hope of catching up with Elys- 
ium. He slept; he slept too deep for 
dreams, and was beyond the reach of the 
call of any motor-horn when Mr. Milyuns' 
town car tried to shoo him along at eight- 
thirty of a bright morning. 

Once more was Mr. Randolph dragged 
by main force to wakefulness. 

"Good-morning, Thomas," he remarked. 
"Is the old man up?" 

58 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

"Hullygee! Mr. Randolph! What 'ave 
you been up to now?" 

"None of yours, Thomas," said Robert 
Hervcy, in a kindly but firm voice, "Get 
me a bit of paper and a pencil." 

The chauffeur discovered the required ar- 
ticles in Mr. Milyuns' car, handed them 
over, and curiously watched Mr. Randolph 
write his note to the effect that Miss Imo- 
gene Pamela Thornton would receive her 
legal representative at Mr. Randolph's 
rooms in Fifty-ninth Street between nine 
and ten. It was added that the said rooms, 
upon which rent had been paid to the end 
of the quarter, and all they contained, in- 
cluding the man, Tomlinson, were at the 
perpetual disposition of the said Miss T. 

"Now, Thomas," said Mr. Randolph, 
"you take this in to the old man himself 
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and tell him a chauffeur with an empty cab 
brought it. If you say another word, I'll 
have you up at the union for losing me my 
job, and I'll lick the stuffings out of you be- 
sides. Get me?" 

"Sure thing, Mr. Randolph!" said 
Thomas. "Leave it to me to help you make 
trouble whenever you feel like it. It's a 
slow world except for the likes of you." 

As soon as the man had entered the house, 
Mr. Randolph started his cab and made for 
a point of vantage in the Park, from which, 
in due course, he beheld the arrival of the 
lawyer at Fifty-ninth Street. He waited 
long enough to make sure that the legal gen- 
tleman had penetrated to Miss Thornton; 
then he threw up his flag and made for the 
garage. 

He sought out the manager. 
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"Say," he plunged, "Pat O'Reilly lost his 
job to me last night shooting craps. My 
clock read twenty-eight dollars this morn- 
ing; here's my slip." 

The manager glanced at the slip, and 
took a long look at Mr. Randolph. 

"You're on, kid," he decided. "Take any 
shift you like. What's your name?" 

"Slim Hervey," said Mr. Randolph 
promptly. 

"One of them earned names," commented 
the manager. "All right. Go to it" 
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FLESH, SPIRIT AND THE VEILED GOD 

Mr. Randolph spent the day getting 
acquainted and proved himself a good 
mixer. By telling a few stories that had 
not yet sifted down from Club-land and by 
standing a few drinks he soon found him- 
self made free of all the technical informa- 
tion he needed and some more that was so 
ultra-technical that it could beat the brains 
that invented the delicate mechanism of the 
taximeter. He also established part owner- 
ship in a comfortable room in a house very 
much on the wrong or west side of Broad- 
way, in fact within smelling and almost 
spitting distance of the North River. 

While he was still in funds he bought 
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himself a woolen khaki overcoat with one 
of those enormous collars which look like 
an inverted bucket when they are up and 
surpass in efficiency the traditional black 
mask so beloved by illustrators of the 
weekly press. He also had a speaking slot 
cut in the glass of the cab-window just be- 
hind his best ear and subsequently removed 
and lost the slide that had been fitted over it 
with considerable skill and trouble. 

During the next few nights he proceeded 
to have the time of his life ; so much so that 
he was constantly overwhelmed with won- 
der at his stupidity in not having become a 
taxi-driver years before! It should be re- 
membered that Mr. Randolph was of New 
York Yorky; he knew everybody casually, 
from Mr. Milyuns and his daughter, 
Eileen, down to the latest addition to the 
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pitiful ranks of the midinette. More than 
that, so broad was his acquaintanceship that 
as a sporting gent he had once or twice been 
tipped off as to the where and when of a 
proposed gun-play. 

In addition to being by right of birth an 
integral part of all the social strata of Man- 
hattan, he knew the surface of the island 
and of the adjacent commoner soil of the 
mainland considerably better than he knew 
the palm of his own hand. In fact, he could 
scarcely ever have been conscious that he 
had a palm, even as a map of personal for- 
tune ; for he who is completely satisfied with 
the present never worries about the future 
and Mr. Randolph had been born content. 

With such an equipment, is it to be won- 
dered at that he found the taxi field rich 
with unexpected and surprising blooms? 
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Fair flowers he had known heretofore to 
nod only over tea-tables and solid silver ap- 
peared suddenly transplanted to his cab and 
ready to nod on a stalwart shoulder. Strong 
male tiger-lilies of the money market, 
grafted to the cushions of a taxi, became 
complacent pillars upon which some cling- 
ing ivy twined. 

In six nights he learned the sound that a 
banker makes when slender fingers tickle 
him under the chin ; the gasp of a girl, first- 
kissed; the cry of a young man upon dis- 
covering the absence of grandfather's gold 
watch, his since graduation day; the cluck 
of a top-hat fairly sat upon in the excite- 
ment of a moment that else would have been 
tragic, the exasperating tap, tap, tap, of a 
hen-pecking tongue that explained and con- 
doned a murder mystery in the next morn- 
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ing's papers and the sob of a ruined young- 
ster who had played with borrowed money. 
All these incidents took place with people 
whom Mr. Randolph knew or knew of and 
just to show what an extremely honest young 
man he was, let it be said that it did not 
once occur to him that he need never be 
poor while humanity, supposedly in good 
standing, continued to lay itself open to 
blackmail at the rate of a case a night. At 
the same time, he was not stupid and occa- 
sionally tapped out a missive loaded with 
dynamite on the garage typewriter when no 
one was around. Here is a sample. 

"Mr. Poindexter MacGuier, Sir, As I 
was driving you and Miss B. B. larst night 
who was foster-mothered by an aunt of a 
f rend of a f rend of mine, I heerd you talkin 
to her and all I got to say is if I see you out 
with her again short of the bands of matri- 
mony I'll get another frend of mine to get 
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Mr. Robert Herv Randolph to tell what he 
knows about you cheaten at cards on Dec. 
23 last." 

Nights that gave birth in the morning to 
such illiterary tit-bits could scarcely be 
called dull, but it was not long before Mr. 
Randolph found himself threatened by an 
unexpected monotonous employment Un- 
fortunately for his entertainment, his repu- 
tation as the one par excellence St. Bernard 
lifesaver to the inebriate elite spread rapidly 
throughout the Force so that the telephone 
was constantly burdened during the wee 
hours with the following, "Say, is Slim 
Hervey on the job? Well, when he comes 
in tell 'im I got another tailor-model drunk 
here what has lost his home address from his 
mind." 

With suspicious suddenness Mr. Ran- 
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dolph proceeded to forget half his school- 
and club-mates and cold-bloodedly leave 
them to their fate and a night out, not with- 
out coming to grief on at least one occasion, 
however. "What are you comin' over me," 
demanded the irate captain of the Nth Pre- 
cinct. "You ain't forgot that you was vally 
to R. H. Randolph for seven years, have 
ya? Has all his frens gone on the wagon?" 

It looked like a loop-hole. "Sure," said 
Slim Hervey promptly. "His club's near 
busted what with water-drinkers and softs." 

"Sounds kind-a phony to me," said the 
captain grimly, "considerin' you took this 
same gent home a week ago come Friday." 

"Did I?" said Slim, and with feigned 
surprise managed finally to recognize the 
mess of evening clothes that was huddled 
on a near-by bench. "You're right, Cap- 
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tain. He's drunker than I ever saw him be- 
fore and besides, he's wearin' a new set of 
shirt-studs. Kind of changed his looks." 

"GarrI" muttered the captain and turned 
to his lieutenant. "Here, youse, serve the 
drinks into Slim's cab." 

Slim lingered. "Look here," he mur- 
mured to the captain confidentially. 
"You're on to me, but just let me whisper. 
I'm getting to be the delivery-wagon for all 
the high-spot soaks in town. The first one 
of 'em that loses his jewelry between the 
curb and his own front door, just tell me 
where I get off, will you? I'm honest; I 
got a reputation, an' I tell you, Captain, I'm 
willin' to bill 'em through for you when 
you ask for the home port, but it's nix on me 
handlin' all the high-explosive freight north 
of Forty-second Street. Get me?" 
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"Sure, Slim," said the captain, appre- 
ciatively. "I'll pass the word, lad." 

Thus did Mr. Randolph make good his 
new front name and a little capital besides, 
working on the stalwart old motto : Every 
knock is a boost. Instead of becoming a 
mystery and consequently anathema to the 
Force, an impression was created that Slim 
was a hustler, but clean white goods ready 
to sacrifice a fare or two that he might sit 
high up alongside Caesar's wife. By stop- 
ping at two or three strategetically placed 
police stations during the wind before the 
dawn to ticket such drunks as were of his 
acquaintance, he was able to give the glad 
hand of farewell to a job not to his taste. 

About this time a series of coincidences 
befell the young and fevered Fair of the 
City of New York which would have given 
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pause to the persons involved had they been 
able to get together and compare the dope. 
Take what happened to Miss Georgiette 
Hattone. Her people had played in hard 
luck and died. Georgie had secured a job 
and was doing pretty well at it until young 
Doctor Bones met her and gradually per- 
suaded her that she was threatened with 
galloping consumption. Once he had 
frightened her, the rest looked easy; he 
would take her out of bad ventilation into 
his run-about and the open air — out of the 
goodness of his heart and the fulness of his 
purse, he would take care of her. 

He began by leading her to a Netherlimb 
Show and supper afterward. They danced 
a little and for the first time in her life, but 
under medical advice, she took something 
in the way of stimulant after the initial 
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pretty cocktail. They issued from supper 
and it was when Mr. Chauffeur Slim Her- 
vey heard the whispered address that the 
game became a threesome. 

Counting upon the abstraction, or rather, 
the concentration of his fares on interior fit- 
tings, Driver Hervey soon switched his cab 
from the chartered route and made for 
down-town through silent back streets. In 
just ten minutes he drew up at an old-fash- 
ioned house in a very quiet square, shut off 
his engine to the idle and waited. Not for 
long. Out of the cab came a blasphemous 
exclamation in medical tones and with it a 
cry of awakening from Georgie. Through 
one window she looked upon the home of 
her childhood; through the other upon that 
happy railed garden-square which was the 
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umbrageous garner-close of all her dearest, 
purest and dreamiest memories. 

"Oh I" she gasped. "No, you mustn't 
scold him. This is just where I want to get 
out and walk. It's — it's extraordinary." 
Then from the curb. "I may be going to 
die of consumption, Doctor, but after all, 
I'd rather — rather die that way." 

Twist things around a little and you'll get 
what happened to Miss Terry de Guest with 
the difference that that beautiful and hun- 
gry young woman who had all but turned 
her back on Settlement work and her face to 
the Great White Way, suddenly awoke not 
in the moonlit embrace of Clairmonte, but 
before the accusing face of a House in 
Henry Street. 

Nor was Mr. Slim Hervey partial to sex 
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in salvation. There was the instance of 
young Bertram Blossome who shame- 
facedly hurried into his cab a painted, wan- 
faced waif of the street with self-accusing 
eyes. No case this of hunted and hunter 
— rather two strayed bits of weak humanity 
driven before the unleashed dogs of poverty 
and lust How readily and unquestioningly 
the boy slipped from the cab at his home 
address, miraculously confused almost as by 
the meddling finger of God with one very 
different! How gratefully the girl took the 
possible fare and "something over," and 
how her tears brimmed when ten minutes 
later the blue-eyed chauffeur, a wage- 
earner like herself, said, "Nothing doing, 
Sister. The ride is on me," and promptly 
whirled away I 
While all these incidents were engaging, 
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each in its own way, and showed a reason- 
able profit to all concerned, Mr. Randolph 
looked upon them more or less as a means 
to getting in his hand during a period of 
initiation. Once he felt sure of himself and 
of his new chauffeuring point of view and 
attitude toward the gay world from the 
under side, he began to haunt the neighbor- 
hood of East Ninth Street at the hour when 
dinners are plenty and taxis scarce. 

Twice he saw Miss Madge Van Tellier 
carried off in Somebody's private car, but 
he was not discouraged, for he recognized 
in the very fact of that public privacy the 
badge of preliminary outings. In due 
course his night and hour came. He was 
hailed by the arriving Mr. Beacher Tre- 
mont and ordered to stand by; twenty min- 
utes later he was listening to that gentleman 
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explaining to Miss Van T. that a cylinder 
had gone wrong on his own car at the last 
moment 

Miss Madge Van Tellier, upon whom 
Mr. Randolph had not laid eyes since the 
very definite parting of their ways on the 
rock of ready cash, was more beautiful to- 
night than at any other time since the eve- 
ning of her coming-out party. The reason 
was one and the same. To-night, as upon 
that other, she stood within a threshold and 
peered out on Life with a big L. A flame 
was in hqr cheeks and in her eyes; her lips 
were half-parted and thirsty, her bosom agi- 
tated. She was divinely dressed. 

They were very silent on their way to 
dinner at the Knickerbocker, but they ex- 
uded an aura of tense expectancy that made 
nothing of the glass barrier between them 
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and the car pilot, who soon felt himself 
lifted and carried on its wave. Something 
was cooking beyond a doubt and he then 
and there determined to stick a fist through 
the crust of the pie just before the smell of 
burning. 

There is nothing more stereotyped than a 
night run before the fever hounds of New 
York. It is invariably a four-act play that 
starts with a single cocktail and a tasty din- 
ner, goes on to a show peppered with double 
meanings, thickens at the cabaret in the 
close harmony of booze and dance music 
and finally bursts "somewhere in the coun- 
try." 

The first act was easy for Randolph; he 

went on with the villain and the leading 

lady, but once the revolving door of the 

hotel had clucked on their backs, he*had to 

77 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

withdraw to the wings and dope out a means 
of evolving from a super into a star of the 
first magnitude. He decided that it didn't 
much matter who wafted the couple from 
dinner to the show, but that the next entr'act 
would hold the crux of the night's entertain- 
ment, for the cab that secured the freight 
for the cabaret would stand a good chance 
of nailing it after the ball. 

Consequently he was content to pick up a 
gutter-snipe and then trail his prey to the 
theater. "Them is the two," he said to his 
ally, suborned with the promise of two bits, 
cash on delivery, "the John with the high 
hat and the dream-dame in smoke-colored 
chiffon." 

"That's some name for a skirt, Cap," said 
the extreme youth admiringly, "an' some 
skirt; believe me. Nor! I won't forget 'em." 
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And he didn't. No sooner had Mr. 
Beacher Tremont, bearing a thistledown 
burden on his arm, swelled out from the 
theater with the anxious look on his face of 
a man with three cars in the garage at home 
and no call number in his left-hand waist- 
coat pockety than the imp was at his side. 
"Say, mister, wanter taxi? Got one at the 
head of the line that I'd give up just to youse 
fer a dime." 

"Lead me to it," said Mr. Tremont, and 
having smaller change, nevertheless gave 
his mentor a quarter to add to the fee from 
the other side. 

"Say," said the snipe to Randolph as the 
car jumped, "I've took the boss inside on 
fer a friend. You watch yeself ." 

It was a short run to the lair of the Mid- 
night Rolic, but Mr. Randolph was not sur- 
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prised at the double wage he received nor 
at the murmured conversation that accom- 
panied it. "Fill up your gas tank and wait 
for me at the Seventh Avenue northeast 
corner. Get me?" 

"Sure," grunted Mr. Randolph. "Where 
to, Mister?" 

"Greenwood Hostelry," breathed the vil- 
lain. 

"I'm on," said Mr. Randolph, ran his car 
to the comfortably quiet nook designated, 
dug out a road map of Manhattan and vi- 
cinity, scrutinized it carelessly and settled 
down to meditate. 

To a select and once affluent few the name 
of the G. Hostelry above mentioned will 
bring certain vivid recollections and will 
also place the chronology of this yarn, for 
the said abode of revelry was too good to 
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last very long; it choked to death on its own 
popularity and consequent publicity. From 
the outside, even in its hey-day, it presented 
a most innocuous appearance, just a reno- 
vated farm-house standing under a clump 
of veiling sugar-maples on the top of a hill 
whence the nearest neighbor was out of 
sight. 

But once within its modest portal, its 
habitues found themselves in the cleverest 
fake atmosphere of a pleasure-loving dec- 
ade. An organizing genius, sensitive to all 
those cheap adjuncts which usually grate on 
the soul hovering at the edge of the decline 
to Avernus, had pandered effectively to an 
ignoble end and made of each small room 
an isle of f orgetf ulness ; price, twenty-five 
bucks in advance, supper and drinks extra. 

For the benefit of those who do not re- 
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member the epoch of the Greenwood Hos- 
telry and are consequently reading on and 
on in mortal dread of the paragraph that 
will introduce the War, let it be said at 
once, Forget it. Stake out the beginning of 
the international mix-up, hurl another 
boundary mark into November of 1918, 
and the time left outside of those limits will 
be found entirely sufficient to the needs of 
this chronicle. Let it further be noted that 
it is inconceivable that a single drop of the 
kind of blood which flowed in the veins of 
Mr. Robert Hervey Randolph could ever 
answer to the name of slacker, proof posi- 
tive in itself that the events herein set forth 
happened when the War didn't. 

Mr. Slim Hervey, chauffeur, was still 
plunged in reverie when his senses were 
assailed by a whiff of lilac, a mere nuance 
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of perfume, that proclaimed the approach 
of Miss Madge Van Tellier. He jumped 
out just in time to throw open the door of 
his cab for the couple and take the mur- 
mured order of Mr. Beacher Tremont. 
"All right. Hit it up for Greenwood." 

Luckily for the cabman's entertainment, 
his engine was working in silent perfection 
that night. The late hour gave him almost 
undisputed right of way so that driving be- 
came an automatic adjustment of his course 
in line with the curb and released his atten- 
tion to gorge itself at leisure with eaves- 
dropping. By squirming his shoulders he 
managed to cock one ear over the top of his 
high overcoat collar; it was the ear next to 
the open speaking-slot 

"What a dream of a night," said the clear 
voice of Miss Van Tellier. "Shall I be a 
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traitor to my sex and betray one of its se- 
crets to you?" 

"Please do," murmured Mr. Tremont. 
From the very tone of his yoke one could 
divine that he had slipped an arm around 
her and was holding her close. 

"Well, it's this," she continued. "Women 
are not conquered by man alone, but by man 
and atmosphere. We never rush at the 
precipice; we flutter toward it with many 
stops and pauses. The silliest breezes of 
impulse may carry us on or a puff of unkind 
aid hold us back. It all really depends on 
the man imposing his atmosphere so steadily 
that the drifting soul of woman forgets its 
inborn title to vagrancy and sleepily as- 
sumes its enemy's goal." 

"Madge," said Mr. Tremont almost ear- 
nestly, "you frighten me. I never knew you 

8 4 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

could talk like that You frighten me be- 
cause I have a terror of analyzed personal 
relations." 

Randolph could hear a faint rustling of 
her robe as though she had nestled closer 
to her escort. "I never meant to startle you, 
Beacher," her voice continued, not quite so 
clear. Into its tone had crept, hesitatingly, 
a trace of unaccustomed emotion. "I was 
only warning you. Every man can make a 
world of his arms for One woman; not all 
can hold the illusion to beyond possession." 

"I can if you will only help me," whis- 
pered Tremont, and paused as though his 
own earnestness were taking him by sur- 
prise. 

"I wonder," said Miss Van Tellier. "You 
have played the right game. You have 
never said a vulgar thing to me or stooped 
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to the usual hypocrisies; those are compli- 
ments by inference that have flattered the 
best that is in me. You hare set the play in 
a high plane that winning, wins all of me ; 
but—" 

"But what?" asked Tremont 

"But there is danger in the high flight," 
finished Miss Van Tellier. "An air-pocket 
in your atmosphere and, pouf I all is lost — 
the good in me that you will have missed as 
well as the bad that you could have won by 
a baser effort." 

"What do you mean?" asked Tremont, no 
longer making the slightest effort to hide his 
awakened interest. 

"I was thinking," said Miss Van Tellier, 
dreamily, "that every woman is a group of 
three individuals. Shall I tell you their 
names?" 
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"Yes," said Tremont. 

"The first," continued the girl, her voice 
floating from her as though carried on the 
bosom of her dream, "is called Flesh; the 
second, Spirit, and the third — the third I 
shall name the Veiled God." 

"Madge I" cried Tremont, and Randolph, 
listening with all his ears, could almost feel 
the clutch on his own arms with which the 
man had seized the girl's, as though to drag 
her back from her mind's far distance. 

"People wonder," she continued, her 
mood unbroken, "at the wreck of appar- 
ently perfect marriages and yet it's so sim- 
ple to any woman that it's amazing that I 
should be the first to display our open se- 
cret. Only the complete lover can be secure 
of his beloved, Beacher. He who wins her 
flesh alone leaves her spirit to betray him, 
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and he who wins the spirit alone is in mortal 
danger of the woman of the flesh." 

"The explanation," said Tremont, whim- 
sically, "is so feminine that it confuses. If 
you had said that each woman is a trinity 
and must be thrice won before a man's 
honor can feel secure, understanding would 
be a simple matter. Did you leave out the 
Veiled God purposely or just to be different 
and avoid the obvious?" 

"To avoid the obvious is an instinct of 
breeding," said Miss Van Tellier, "and I 
would never blush for doing it, but where 
would your thoughts be now if I had said 
just what you expected, if I had treated the 
Veiled God as a matter of fact I Oh, no! One 
can clip with words the wings of flesh and 
spirit, but not of the Veiled God in woman, 
for its very essence is a deferred possession." 
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She paused, but as Tremont clung to the 
silence, she presently continued. "The com- 
plete lover is the man who having con- 
quered all the heights of flesh and spirit in 
his mistress, dwells consciously in the pres- 
ence of an undiscovered god and gazes out 
upon a broad land eternally promised, never 
materially seized. Few are the men — few 
are the men — " Her voice trailed off as 
though her thought had run ahead of words 
and reached finality without the use of the 
spoken phrase. 

"Few are the men who attain to that se- 
rene security," Tremont finished for her, 
only half conscious of what he was saying. 

Randolph could hear the rustle of her 
turning to her companion. "How wonder- 
ful," she said. "That is what I thought but 
didn't say." 
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"Madge," said Tremont, "what have you 
done? It's true that I hare never stooped 
to hypocrisies with you and that I have 
never while with you spoken a vulgar word. 
Did you think that I have been knowingly 
wise? Well, I haven't. I didn't know until 
this moment why I chose a rare and high 
atmosphere to reach you. Now I know. It 
was because you were there. I chose only to 
come to you rather than drag you down to 
the drab of the usual. What you have done 
is to carry me higher than I ever meant to 
go. You have taken me off the beaten path 
and showed me an unexpected treasure. I'm 
no longer myself. I am cold and afraid." 

Randolph could feel that the speaker was 

drawing away from the girl and a moment 

later his senses were to surpass themselves 

in additional divination. "You are afraid 
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of that woman in me?" asked Miss Van 
Tellier softly. "What about this one?" And 
then it was that Randolph's deductive an- 
tennae quivered under their burden of in- 
telligence. He knew as certainly as though 
he had faced about that an adorable Madge, 
tender and wide-eyed, had slipped her bare 
arms around Beacher Tremont's neck and 
kissed him on the mouth. 

There was a long silence ; then came Tre- 
mont's voice, thick and strange tp the ear. 
"A moment ago," it said, "I was afraid for 
you ; now I'm afraid for myself. I am like 
a man who has carelessly dropped a lighted 
match and finds himself within the ring of 
a prairie fire. I can only wonder at my stu- 
pidity in thinking of you in connection with 
a casual possession and not as a consuming 
flame. You see? Already you have burned 
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through the thin crust of lies that guards 
man from definite seizure by woman — any 
woman." 

"Kiss me, Beacher," murmured the girl's 
voice as though his words had swirled 
around and by her, leaving her purpose un- 
touched, "take me and hold me carefully 
where no unkind air can drive me from you. 
Take all the women in me — one by one if 
you must." 

At that moment Mr. Robert H. Ran- 
dolph, in the person of Slim Hervey, chauf- 
feur, very nearly wrecked his four-cylinder 
argosy with its burden of three fates, still 
individually and collectively indispensable 
to the continuity of this yarn. He missed the 
ditch by a hair's breath, caught his own 
with a gasp, returned to the middle of the 
broad highway and fixed his attention on a 
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certain very definite matter with which it 
had been more or less constantly concerned 
ever since he had been directed to hit it up 
for Greenwood. 

The road to that well-known hostelry was 
usefully devious and fares were seldom wor- 
ried as to how any particular driver set out 
to find this choicest of needles in the hay- 
stack of the country inns that dot the land- 
scape of Westchester and adjacent counties 
as long as he brought the search to a success- 
ful end somewhere this side of the pangs of 
hunger. 

Nevertheless, had not Mr. Tremont, him- 
self a motorist of no mean experience, been 
completely absorbed by the sudden discov- 
ery that he had his right arm around an en- 
tirely new world, he would have been struck 
inevitably by two things : first, that this was 
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certainly not any one of the climbing roads 
to the Greenwood hostelry; second, that the 
man at the wheel knew more about losing 
his way in the vicinity of Manhattan and 
finding it again than did the combined road- 
maps of the United States and its Allies — 
supposing it to have had allies at the time. 
However, Mr. Tremont's absorption was 
not only absolute but continuous so that it 
held him in its inexorable grip right up to 
the moment of ghastly awakening and even 
over the edge. He was just saying, "My 
darling, never fear. I'm taking you to a 
place so quiet and so guarded that this 
dream which you have dressed in an unex- 
pected glory can flow on unbroken as long 
as we are true to it and to ourselves," when 
the cab drew up at a solemn and impressive 
portal. 
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Without leaving his seat, the cabman 
reached back, unlatched the door and threw 
it open. "Greenwood Cemetery, sir," he 
barked. 

The girl was first to grasp the words, the 
time and the place. "Oh I" she gasped, and 
in the sound of her cry Mr. Randolph could 
divine her whole body suddenly stiffening 
to a tense awakening and to the stabbing 
memory of the last time she had come to this 
still place, her heart bursting with its long 
farewell to all that was left of her mother. 

Then came Mr. Beacher Tremont's voice 
in old-time familiar tones. "Greenwood 
Cemetery! Why, you triplicate blockhead, 
I said Greenwood Hostelry. Of all the 
damn fools! What the devil — What the 
hell— What the— What—" 

He choked himself into a gulping inar- 
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ticulate silence as he climbed from the cab 
to look in the face the sum total of all hu- 
man stupidity. No sooner had he alighted 
than Miss Van Tellier found herself in 
voice again. "Oh! oh I" she moaned, press- 
ing her hands to her eyes, achingly open, 
"take me away from here." 

"Sure,miss,"said Mr. Randolph promptly, 
threw in his clutch and was off. 

"Hi, you! Damn you! Hey! You! 
driver! Confound your damned imperti- 
nence! Hey! How am I going to get 
home?" The first of these cries was very 
plainly, the last very faintly heard by Mr. 
Randolph. After them came down the wind 
something that sounded very much like the 
ghost of a wail of despair, but the driver 
paid no heed. His attention was absorbed 
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by something quite different; the dry sobs 
of a little heap of smoke-colored chiffon. 

Detours, subterfuges and the finesse of 
the road-faker were swept from Randoph's 
mind; he made straight for the bridge and 
home, but long before they reached the 
river all sound had ceased to issue from the 
cab and in its stead reigned a purposeful, 
almost menacing silence. What was she 
thinking in there? What could she think? 
Why didn't she go right on crying and keep 
her mind fully occupied with that? 

As they swept down the incline from the 
bridge into City Hall Park he suddenly 
realized that he had been on the verge of 
giving himself away. He half turned his 
head and shouted through the speaking- 
slot, "What address, miss?" 
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Her voice came back to him from very 
close as though her face had been pressed to 
the glass in an effort to make him out. "At the 
corner of the Avenue and East Ninth Street." 

Ten minutes later he drew up his cab at 
the appointed spot and reached back to 
throw open the door, but kept his foot on 
the clutch release, leaving the gears in mesh, 
first speed ahead. He had been troubled by 
that too long silence and was taking no 
chances — at least, he thought he wasn't. 

All his precautions were in vain. As he 
opened the cab door his coat sleeve was 
seized in a very determined grip and drawn 
inward, catching his elbow in a jiu-jutsu lev- 
erage that left him the Hobson's choice of 
either getting out and facing his captor or 
listening to his arm break. He chose to get 
down from his seat quickly. 
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"Well, Bobby," murmured Miss Van T. 

Mr. Randolph attempted no evasion; he 
handed the lady to the curb and guided her 
gently toward her own door and up the 
high steps. "Madge," he said, "you fought 
a great fight to-night and when you had 
won you felt sorry for Tremont and sur- 
rendered. You were swept too high on the 
wave of the best that is in you. Promise me 
that you won't forget that you have won. 
Promise me that you will wait and take Tre- 
mont, all of him, with honor." 

"What do you mean? What did you 
hear?" cried Miss Van T. angrily, her pale 
face suddenly flushing. 

"From the start of the ride to the finish I 
heard every word," declared Mr. Randolph 
frankly, "and more." 

"And morel" repeated the hard-pressed 
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girl. "What do you mean by more?" She 
still tried to browbeat him, but remember- 
ing one incredibly long kiss, her eyes fell in 
the unequal battle with Bobby's and at- 
tempted to create a diversion by staring at 
his gaitered legs and heavily booted feet. 

"Look up, Madge. Look at me," said 
Mr. Randolph and waited patiently until 
first her long lashes fluttered and then her 
lovely eyes swept slowly up to his face. 
"That's it," he continued as their looks met 
and locked, "let's hold that so we can't lie." 

"Why should I lie if you really heard 
everything?" asked Miss Van T., and sud- 
denly smiled. 

"Madge, you little devil," said Mr. Ran- 
dolph, suppressing an impulse to shake her, 
"can you think of what you've been doing 
and laugh?" 
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"Yes, I can, just now," said Miss Van T. 
in little gasping phrases that to a man, espe- 
cially one of Mr. Randolph's limpid na- 
ture, carried only their face value in words, 
but which to any woman would have read 
as plainly as the red-weather signal, "Look 
out for showers of tears followed by storm." 

"Well," said Mr. Randolph solemnly, "if 
you really don't realize just where you have 
been, let me tell you. First you flew high 
into clean air and you took Tremont with 
you. You were possessed of a vision and 
you made him see it too, a mirage of those 
lifted places that are the altar of the mind 
before love. Just a mirage, an illusion of 
perfect happiness which cold reason tells 
us we can't ever turn into reinforced con- 
crete and plant in the yard but which we 
must either forever hold as a vision or ad- 
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mit that love is a sordid and wingless 
thing." 

Miss Van Tellier's eyes fell from his 
frank gaze. Something seemed to crumple 
within her; she put her arms around Mr. 
Randolph's neck, clung to him, dropped her 
face against his shoulder and sobbed, not 
noisily, but as one who weeps to rest. 

He held her close to him and went on, his 
face set as though to a duty. "Then what 
did you do? Because he hesitated, merely 
hesitated at the high door of adoration, you 
promptly slammed it and dropped plumb 
straight down like that traitor archangel 
Johnny out of Heaven into the arms of 
hell." 

"Bobby!" cried Miss Van T., throwing 
back her head and struggling to release her- 
self. "How dare you say a thing like that? 
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How dare you be here anyway? I hate you. 
I don't know how I ever could have thought 
I loved you. I fell, but it was into Beacher's 
arms, and I wish I was there right now." 
More sobs, convulsive ones, that shook the 
slim body in Mr. Randolph's embrace from 
twitching shoulder to tired feet. 

Lest the reader be startled by what's com- 
ing next it is well to remind him that this 
poignant scene was staged at three o'clock 
in the morning on the high stoop of the Van 
Tellier residence in East Ninth Street and 
never left the perimeter of the door-mat 
which in itself presented an almost femi- 
nine contradiction in that it bore done in 
red on its face the word "Welcome" but 
was nevertheless padlocked and chained to 
the iron railing. 

Even as Miss Van Tellier was sobbing 
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her heart out and Mr. Randolph was stand- 
ing in the bewilderment of one who knows 
he has not only taken the wrong turning but 
placed both his feet in a bear-trap, a thick, 
heavy, unsympathetic voice arose from the 
foot of the steps. 

"Here I Youse! Break away an* come 
along of me." 

Memories of a mischievous boyhood 
swarmed to Mr. Randolph's mind, recollec- 
tions of those days when as chief of the 
Madison Square Gang his ears had tingled 
to the cry of "Cheese it, de cop ! We'se 
pinched, fellers!" A cold sweat came out 
upon his brow; he slowly relaxed his grip 
on Miss Van TVs person and whispered 
tremulously to her to keep her nerve but 
hand him her latchkey. 
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Over his shoulder he said with forced 
calm, "On what charge, Officer?" 

"Same old dope," replied the police- 
man phlegmatically, "drunken, disorderly. 
Come along, now, er d'yer want me to 
climb them steps so's we c'n all roll down 
together." 

During that speech Mr. Randolph made 
a lucky shot at the keyhole, stealthily turned 
the lock and opened the door. "The way's 
clear, Madge," he whispered. "Beat it." 

"Oh, is it, Bobby, you dear," rattled Miss 
Van T. in a stage whisper that could be 
heard across the street. "I didn't mean it, 
really, what I said about hating you. But I 
do love Beacher, Bobby, and I'll— I'll— " 

"For heaven's sake, Madge," groaned 
Mr. Randolph, hearing sounds as of a bear 
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starting to swarm a tree, "keep all that till 
New Year's." 

"I was just going to say," continued Miss 
Van T. breathlessly but with a cold eye 
fixed on the cumbrous shadow coming up 
the steps, "that I'll owe it to you, Bobby. 
I'll owe it all to you. D'you understand?" 

"Sure," lied Mr. Randolph as he pushed 
her firmly through the door, then caught its 
knob, slammed it shut and turned to meet 
Nemesis. "Hello, Flahaharty!" 

The huge policeman stopped his ponder- 
ous but sure progression and stared long 
and suspiciously into Mr. Randolph's face. 
Finally he gave a grunt of recognition. 
"Slim," he said to himself aloud as though 
somewhere within his vast bulk there were 
a separate monitor that had to be tipped off 
to the situation, "Slim Hervey." 
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"Sure," said Mr. Randolph, leading the 
way toward his wagon, "who else did you 
think it was at this time o' night?" 

"How did I know," demanded Mr. Fla- 
haharty gruffly but not unpleasantly for 
him, "as you had taken on deliveries o' 
fancy dress-goods on top o* your regular 
line?" 

He breathed heavily and allowed his eyes 
to protrude farther than usual in search of 
a thought which he sensed in the near dis- 
tance. "I tell you, Slim," he finally con- 
tinued, "I don' know what this burg is 
a-comin' to. Why, even the street kind used 
to have a man to take 'em home, but this 
here was a bit o' high-flym' fluff — mc, I 
could see that — an' they had to give it to a 
cab!" 

"Forget it," said Bobby nervously. 
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"All I says," continued Mr. Flahaharty, 
"is thank God both o* my goils is married 
to hairy men that can an' does lick the stuf- 
fing outen 'em." 

"Well, here we are," said Mr. Randolph 
as he stooped to turn her over. From his 
seat behind the wheel he began to breathe 
more easily and leaned out to study the face 
of his friend the officer to make sure that 
therein was no guile. 

"Cheer up, Jim," he said not quite re- 
assured. "Forget it" 

"I'll try," said Mr. Flahaharty dubi- 
ously, "but it'll come hard bein' the first 
time I eyer seen a thing like that. She sure 
give you a tussle, Slim I" 
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PART III 

MAID'S adventure 

Take a young girl of about twenty who, 
in her childhood, was pampered of fortune 
in money, position, good breeding, and pets, 
turn her loose on the world at the age of ten 
with no prop but a faithful, sickly and des- 
titute old nurse, kill off the nurse a couple 
of years later, let the girl fend for herself 
as scullery-maid and what not through the 
uninteresting stage that precedes the sudden 
bloom of unexpected beauty, give her a long 
succession of jobs secured "on her looks" 
and lost because she wouldn't, lead her up to 
the crowded portal of despair and the long- 
drawn-out surrender; then snatch her sud- 
denly back from destruction, feed her, give 
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her the sole freedom for a night of Mr. 
Robert Hervey Randolph's comfortable 
apartment and — what will she do? The an- 
swer is easy. She will find the bath and 
turn on the hot water. 

That was the very first thing that Miss 
Imogene Pamela Thornton did after she 
had finished spying from the window on 
the movements of what she supposed was 
Mr. Randolph and what, in reality, was 
Mr. Patrick O'Reilly in Mr. Randolph's 
best top-hat, best suit of evening clothes 
and overcoat, best gray silk muffler, price 
twenty-two dollars, and best patent-leather 
shoes — the last a very tight fit which made 
the revamped gentleman's gait a cross be- 
tween that of a chicken on a hot stove and a 
drunk on his reluctant way home. 

Even the unsuspecting Miss Thornton 
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was puzzled by that halting locomotion in 
connection with what she knew of Mr. Ran- 
dolph, but she added it, two and two, with 
the mysterious twenty minutes spent by that 
gentleman and the driver in the recesses of 
the cab, apparently to settle a difference in 
ideas as to the value of a waiting taxi, and 
decided that poor Mr. Randolph must have 
issued from the interview in a semi-crippled 
state. 

She, herself, was too excited to let pity 
altogether absorb her. Without waiting for 
either the tortured wayfarer or the taxi to 
get quite out of sight, she dropped the win- 
dow-curtain and turned to possess herself of 
her world of comfort for a night A starved 
instinct led her straight to the luxuriously 
appointed bathroom. As previously inti- 
mated, she turned on the hot water and 
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clasped her hands ecstatically as she 
watched its crystalline surge and imagined 
she could smell the opalescent steam. 

But not for long was she inactive. Hav- 
ing surrendered to circumstance to the ex- 
tent of promising to stay in the flat until ten 
the following morning, she decided to do 
the job whole-heartedly, for Imogene Pa- 
mela was one of those lucky and fated young 
women who can never give themselves by 
halves. If happiness so much as showed its 
nose, it was her nature to tackle blindly for 
its waist and go to the mat for the immedi- 
ate present. 

Consequently, let not her modesty be mis- 
judged when it is related that, in the short 
time it took to fill the bath, she accom- 
plished the following: rooted out Mr. Ran- 
dolph's best silk pajamas, found his softest 
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bath-robe, filled a hot-water bottle and 
slipped it far down between the too cold 
linen sheets of his big bed. Continuing at 
this rate of achievement, it may be imagined 
that in ten minutes more the young lady, 
having bathed, was curled up and sound 
asleep. Not on your life! 

Item : It took her twenty-one minutes by 
the clock to scrub out the memory of the 
scabby zinc bathtubs of many years. Item : 
Twenty more minutes to wash her hair. 
Item : Half an hour more to scrub her un- 
derwear and stockings. Assorted items: 
Various pauses during which she shame- 
lessly looked at herself in a full-length mir- 
ror of such pure reflecting qualities as had 
not crossed her path since England was a 
pup. After that, a long entrancing item 
called "drying her hair." 
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Did you blame her, three lines back, in 
your heart for her frequent inspections of 
self in the mirror? If you did, look at her 
now! Mr. Randolph's bath-robe is billowed 
at her waist and tied tight to keep it from 
trailing on the floor; for almost a like rea- 
son, its sleeves are rolled up above her el- 
bows. It is open in a V at the neck, show- 
ing the adolescent curve of a virginal but 
much excited bosom. 

With a woolly towel in both hands, she 
plants herself before the staid old looking- 
glass and gives it such a treat as it has never 
before savored in its sixty-two years of serv- 
ice to the Randolph family. Rub, rub, rub 
with the towel. Her cheeks grow pink and 
pinker, her eyes round and rounder. They 
twinkle and smile, and once, when she made 
a little face at herself, they laughed out 
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loucL Her hair slowly wakes from its 
stringy dampness until it, too, bursts into a 
sort of light and curly merriment. Pamela 
puffs out her cheeks and blows at its reflec- 
tion. 

When all the rubbing is done, even to the 
last rite where they divide the fragrant flood 
into two waves falling over the bosom and 
mercilessly knead the damp ends between 
folds of the dryest bit of the towel, she drop6 
that implement and runs into the big room 
where the dying open fire blinks its red eye 
as though it had been waiting up for her. 

The writer — who is privileged, for the 
benefit of a large and growing public, to we 
her in his mind's eye as her pink bare feet 
pad up and down the room, racing every 
time they come to the home-stretch between 
the unpeopled grandstand of the couch and 
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the fire, and then doubling suddenly, so that 
her wide eyes may catch her hair still on the 
wing, for all the world like a kitten chasing 
its tail — does herein affirm, by the collective 
manhood of the earth, that she was alto- 
gether lovable and beyond the reach of sul- 
lying thought. Now let her curl up in the 
bed and sleep. 

Slumber meant nothing in Pamela's life. 
That statement should be taken not in the 
sense of the common slang of the vulgar but 
at its literal face value. What is meant is 
that when this young lady slept, it was like 
taking a chunk bodily out of life and put- 
ting it in warm storage. As a consequence, 
when the old-fashioned clock on the mantel 
burred a warning that it was thinking of 
striking the hour of nine in about two min- 
utes, she opened her eyes and wondered 
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through what magic night had been sud- 
denly replaced by broad and smiling day. 

Not for long did that life-long and accus- 
tomed miracle hold her attention, for 
scarcely had it occurred, through force of 
habit, to her awakening thought than her 
startled eyes fell upon the tall, stooped, 
gray-headed figure of a man, clad in liyery 
and standing unstably poised in the door- 
way of the room. His eyes, naturally deep- 
set, actually protruded from his face as 
though they were determined to come half- 
way to meet Pamela's wondering orbs. He 
looked like a solemn raven which has care- 
lessly alighted on a live wire. 

"He-hello I" stammered the young lady. 

"Good-morning, miss," said Tomlinson, 
in sepulchral and censorious tones. "Where 
is Master Robert?" 
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"You mean Mr. Randolph?" asked Pam- 
ela> a little breathlessly. 

The old man steadied himself by seizing 
the door-jamb and bowed confirmation of 
her supposition. 

"I don't know where he is," said Pamela, 
more calmly. "The last time I saw him he 
was limping west." A twinkle came into 
her eyes. "Why do you ask?" 

Tomlinson further steadied himself with 
his other hand. 

"Why do I ask?" he exclaimed. "Miss, 
do you mind telling me who you are and 
what you are doing in Mr. Randolph's 
apartment at nine o'clock on a Friday morn- 
ing?" 

"In November," supplemented Pamela, 
as though she were supplying a very impor- 
tant addition to the facts in the case. "I am 
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Mis6 Thornton," she added, with as much 
dignity as a maiden, tumbled of hair, 
flushed of cheek, and cuddled in a yooag 
man's big bed, could summon. 

The effect of her words on Tomliwon 
was electrical. 

"Miss Imogene Pamela Thornton ?" he 
asked, as he suddenly straightened and let 
go of his supports, 

"Yes," said Pamela, gazing at him in un- 
disguised surprise. "How did you know?" 

"Why, miss," said the old man, "I'm 
Tomlinson. Excuse me for saying so," he 
added, a pale flush in his withered cheeks, 
"but many a time in the old days Maggie 
let me take you on my knee. A mort of 
worry you have given us, miss." 

Quick tears rose to Pamela's eyes. 

"Oh!" she cried. "You knew Maggie?" 
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"In a manner of speaking, I did," stated 
Tomlinson sonorously. "Kissed her; but she 
never let me get as far as hugging, poor 
girl ! She said she knew she wasn't here for 
long enough." 

Laughter bubbled into Pamela's eyes 
alongside of the tears, but, in spite of it, the 
next moment she was crying softly. 

"P-poor M-Maggie!" she sobbed. 

Tomlinson bobbed his head up and down 
in formal sympathy, too old to worry much 
over woman's weeping. 

"I understand that she must 'ave went," 
he said. "Else you wouldn't be alone, miss. 
Will you have your breakfast in bed?" 

"Oh, could I?" sniffed Pamela, and then 
her eyes fell on the clock. "No, I can't," 
she decided for herself. "You see, Tomlin- 
son, I only pro-promised to stay until ten." 
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"I'll be getting your bath ready, then, 
miss," said Tomlinson, and withdrew. 

Half an hour later Pamela was enjoying 
a lonely "tray"-breakfast, placed at her 
command before the couch, which faced the 
friendly fire in the big living-room. With- 
out being a mind-reader, it is possible to 
surmise that she ate very slowly, in the vain 
hope that Mr. Randolph would pop in, 
with or without Father Christmas, and, 
joining her in the meal, banish a baby Mr. 
Gloom that was hanging round. 

While she was still toying with her food, 
she heard the bell ring and Tomlinson's 
voice saying, in deep respectful tones : "Miss 
Thornton will see you, sir. She is in the 
sitting- room." 

Pamela dropped her egg-spoon and stood 
up, back to the fire, just in time to face a 
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meatly dressed, pink-cheeked, bright-eyed, 
bald-headed little gentleman, who stood, 
poised but alert, in the open doorway, like 
a bird about to peck at her to see if she were 
the real thing. 

"Miss Thornton ?" he asked, in a pecul- 
iarly liquid yoice. 

Pamela nodded her head twice. 

"I am Mr. Borden Milyuns," continued 
the molten voice, and the bright eyes studied 
her face expectantly. 

Pamela puckered her brows in an effort 
to meet that expectancy half-way, but failed. 

"Are you?" she asked doubtfully, and 
with a mental reservation against Mr. Rob- 
ert Hervcy Randolph for outraging the tra- 
ditions of childhood by sending a Father 
Christmas in this dapper form. "Won't you 
sit down?" she added politely. 
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Mr. Milyuns hung poised for a second 
longer, and then advanced on the couch de- 
cisively, sat down on one end of it, and 
waved his hand at the other. Tomlinson 
slipped in and out, bearing the breakfast- 
tray away. Pamela accepted Mr. Miiyuns , 
silent invitation and seated herself but tenta- 
tively, as though she could only stay for a 
minute. The illusion was not complete, by 
reason of the fact that she had not yet put 
on her little velvet toque, and a woman's 
head when it is uncovered, especially if it is 
a riot of brown curls washed the night be- 
fore, always looks as if it is going to stay for 
a long while. 

"Make yourself comfortable, my dear," 
said Mr. Milyuns; "I'm going to talk to 
you for some time." 

"You can't," said Pam ; "not here. I only 
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have the flat for six minutes longer. That is, 
I only pro-promised to stay here until ten." 
Her eyes wandered half expectantly, half 
wistfully to the door. 

The bird-man smiled. 

"We'll see about that," he said. "I'm 
sorry you don't remember me. If you are 
indeed Miss Imogene Pamela Thornton, I 
used to take you on my knee often, many 
years ago." 

Pamela could no longer be startled by 
such announcements. 

"That's what Tomlinson said this morn- 
ing," she remarked. "Ever since last night, 
everybody I meet seems to — to know my 
real name. I don't understand it." 

"Please trust me," said Mr. Milyuns, 
"and you'll soon understand a lot more than 
that." He drew a slip from his pocket. 
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"Now, do answer me carefully. Tell me 
the addresses of the first four places you and 
Maggie lived in after your father died." 

"I can't remember the first," said Pam, 
but, after a second's thought, rattled off the 
names of three streets, and located addresses 
approximately by describing near-by cor- 
ners prominent to a child's mind for one 
reason or another. "Those are the next 
three," she said. "After that, we went — " 

But Mr. Milyuns was satisfied. 

"That's enough for formalities, my dear. 
I'm convinced that you are the person for 
whom the firm of Milyuns, Branch & Mil- 
yuns has been searching for years. Do you 
remember your great-uncle, Asa Thornton ?" 

"Yes," said Pamela, a vague wonder and 
terror in her eyes; "but I didn't know he 
wti real." 
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" 'Didn't know he was real !' " exclaimed 
Mr. Milyuns. "What do you mean?" 

"Maggie used to say," explained Pamela, 
" 'If you're not good, your great-uncle, Asa 
Thornton, will catch you, and he hasn't cut 
his finger nails since your poor father mar- 
ried your dear mother.' " Pamela shud- 
dered. 

"You'll have to forget all that," said Mr. 
Milyuns soberly. "Before your great-uncle 
died, he repented very effectively of the 
way he had treated your father, and left you 
an income of ten thousand dollars a year." 

Pamela sat up very straight and then sank 
slowly into the pillows at her back. 

" 'Ten — thousand — dollars — a — year!' " 
she repeated slowly. 

Mr. Milyuns nodded. 

"Beginning with to-day. There is no ac- 
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cumulation waiting for you, because, by the 
terms of the will, Mr. Randolph was al- 
lowed the entire income up to such time as 
you should be discovered. That provision 
was quite natural, if you will remember that 
Mr. Asa Thornton had been searching for 
you unsuccessfully for some months before 
he died." 

Pamela sat up straight again. 

"I want to understand you," she said with 
a sudden dignity that increased Mr. Mil- 
yuns' admiration already decidedly on the 
up-grade. "You mean that, with my ap- 
pearance> Mr. Randolph's entire income 
completely disappears?" 

Mr. Milyuns nodded. 

"You have guessed it in one," he said flip- 
pantly. 

"I don't need ten thousand dollars a 
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year," said Pamela promptly. "You will 
please tell Mr. Randolph that I shall only 
take half." 

Mr. Milyuns smiled. 

"I'll try to carry out your orders," he said 
blandly, "but I'll have to find Mr. Ran- 
dolph first. Let me add that you apparently 
don't know the young gentleman very well." 

"What do you mean by that?" asked Pam. 

"Well," said Mr. Milyuns, taking an- 
other scrap of paper from his pocket and 
handing it to her, "read that. It was left at 
my house this morning by a taxi-cabman, 
who didn't wait for an answer. You see that 
Mr. Randolph has handed over to you in 
perpetuity this apartment, Tomlinson, and 
all the other fixings. It doesn't look very 
much as though he intended to come back 
in the near future." 
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"But I want him to!" cried Pam. "I— 
IVc been expecting him. I didn't half — 
half thank him for — for — " Tears of dis- 
appointment clogged her throat. 

"There, there!" said Mr. Milyuns, lean- 
ing over and patting her hand. "I under- 
stand just how you feel, because Bob is one 
of the straightest, openest, most lovable 
young devils that ever went his own way 
through a delighted world." 

Pamela nodded her head up and down in 
silent confirmation of all those kind words. 
She began to like Mr. Milyuns. She raised 
pleading eyes to his face. 

"Won't you please find him for me?" 

"My dear," said Mr. Milyuns, so 

promptly that if she had asked for the 

house and lot on the northwest corner of 

Fifth Avenue and Fifty-seventh Street, he 
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would have promised it to her before he 
could stop himself, "I will. I haven't 
proved myself much good at the game, but 
I'll find Bob for you if I have to start a de- 
tective agency of my own. In the mean- 
time, what are you going to do? I suggest 
that you accept these premises until the tru- 
ant turns up— only, of course, we must get 
you a companion." 

"'A companion?' " asked Miss Thornton. 

"Yes," said Mr. Milyuns, and, by what 
he thought an inspiration, added; "tome one 
to replace Maggie." 

"But I have that already," said Pamela. 
"Tomlinson is a dear." 

"Tomlinson is splendid in his way," ad- 
mitted Mr. Milyuns, "but he isn't quite a 
woman. You can't live here chaperoned by 
a mere male." 
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"Can't I?" said Miss Thornton, with a 
new edge to her voice and something in her 
eyes that made them look as though they 
were passing in review all the unchaper- 
oned years since first she had made her 
debut as an independent scullery-maid at 
Mrs. Blunkum's feed-house. "I shall 
change nothing here," she concluded. 
"When Randy — Mr. Randolph comes back, 
he shan't find his place cluttered with fe- 
males." 

Mr. Milyuns turned on her a gaze that 
was complex with admiration and a realiza- 
tion that he was on the way to biting off 
more than he could chew. He decided to 
sidestep. 

"Can you be in this afternoon?" he asked. 

"Oh, yes," said Pamela, involuntarily 
glancing at the door and betraying a half- 
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formed intention to watch that portal night 
and day until death or Mr. Robert Hervey 
Randolph arrived; "HI be in. Why?" 

"Mrs. Milyuns and my daughter Eileen 
will call on you at about five," explained 
Mr. Milyuns. "Just one more matter and I 
must go," he continued. "Your income 
amounts to something over eight hundred 
dollars a month. I shall pay it in advance 
until you get settled and have a chance to 
catch up." 

"Please send me only half," said Pamela, 
as she rose to say good-by. 

Mr. Milyuns took her hand, dropped it, 
and started toward the door; but before he 
got there, he stopped and turned. 

"My dear," he said, losing for the mo- 
ment his birdlike, chirpy pose, "I don't 
want you to think of me as just your banker. 
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I knew your father and your mother, and 
their fathers and mothers before them. I 
am fond, by old usage, of every drop of 
blood that runs in your veins. You won't 
forget that, will you?" 

Pamela stared at him, swept toward him, 
threw her arms round his neck, hugged him, 
dropped her face on his shoulder and wept. 
Mr. Borden Milyuns stood very erect, his 
bald head held high, his pink cheeks puffed 
out, and his eyelids blinking at the rate of 
fifteen to the dozen in a vain effort to fan 
back an amazing lachrymatory inundation. 

"There, there!" he said, patting Pamela 
on the back. "Who would have thought it, 
you adorable, lonely little girl?" 

Pamela threw up her head and smiled 
through the sudden summer shower. 

"I know it was ridiculous," she said, "but 
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I couldn't help it. You made me like you 
all of a sudden, and I just had to, because 
youVe had a bath and you look so clean in- 
side and out" She kissed him as she broke 
away. 

"I see; I see/ 1 said the astounded Mr. 
Milyuns, and beat it 

At two minutes after fire, the door-bell 
rang again. In spite of the fact that it was 
almost exactly the hour which Mr. Milyuns 
had set for the arrival of his wife and 
daughter, Pamela couldn't help hoping — 
but in vain. It was with a slightly resigned 
air that she received Mrs. and Miss Mil- 
yuns instead of Mr. Robert Randolph. 

Mrs. Milyuns flew to her, set hands on 
her shoulders, searched her face with eager 
shrewd eyes, and said : 
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"Borden indeed told me the truth about 
you, my dear. May I kiss you?" 

Pamela extended one cheek to the salute 
while her eyes wandered off to size up the 
tall, blonde, cool young person that she sur- 
mised must answer to the name of Eileen 
Milyuns. Being the product of two shorts, 
how on earth had she managed to grow so 
long? Her face was regularly beautiful, as 
though it had been carefully made to order 
like her clothes. She appeared as passive as 
a Palmer snowscape. 

After a little skirmishing for position, the 
three ladies seated themselves in a triangle, 
into the center of which the well-trained 
Tomlinson ran a tea-wagon. The two visit- 
ors did not fail to remark that Miss Pamela 
Thornton, the near-waif of the streets, went 
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through the rite of dispensing the beverage 
sacred to gossips, tabbies, and the highbrow 
cult with that semi-absent-minded abstrac- 
tion that is the hall-mark of the to-the-man- 
ner-born. 

"Now," said Mrs. Milyuns, having emp- 
tied and put down her cup, "let's forget the 
sheer romance of the situation, my dear, and 
get down to practical problems. The first 
of all things, as you must realize, is the ne- 
cessity of getting you a companion. Would 
you care to be our guest in Madison Avenue 
until you can pick one out?" 

"I would put clothes ahead of a house- 
cat," murmured Eileen. 

Her mother ignored the remark and kept 

her eyes fixed on Miss Thornton's perplexed 

face. That young lady seemed in no lack of 

something to say but rather in search of 
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words and the plunging courage necessary 
to the saying. She drew a long breath and 
delivered herself of the following: 

"Really, it's most awfully kind of you, 
but, as I told Mr. Milyuns, Tomlinson is 
such a dear that I am going to continue him 
as my companion." 

11 'Tomlinson !'" exclaimed Mrs. Mil- 
yuns, and then smiled indulgently for the 
first time during the interview, being under 
the impression that at last she had run into 
something appropriately naive in the bear- 
ing of her new charge. "Of course you can 
keep him on, but you must realize that you 
can't live here without a woman in the 
house." 

"Oh, yes, I can," said Miss Thornton, a 
little breathlessly. "I have a feeling — I 
can't explain it exactly — that this apartment 
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is a one-woman setting. As I said to Mr. 
Milyuns, I don't want to clutter it with 
females." 

A silent laugh crept into the eyes of the 
marblesque Eileen ; something inside of her 
sat up and took notice. She glanced round 
the room and murmured : 

"Mother, she's absolutely right. I'm for 
her." 

"'Right!* Eileen!" exclaimed Mrs. Mil- 
yuns, flushing in her indignation at finding 
a traitor in the home camp. "I don't know 
what your generation is coming to. The im- 
possible is never right" 

Having taken -up her suave cudgel, 
Eileen was in no haste to lay it down, and 
may it be pointed out right here that Miss 
Imogene Pamela Thornton had the rare 
faculty of enlisting the nearest bystander to 
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assume her battles for her, thenceforth be- 
coming a charmingly interested onlooker, 
ready to watch the tide of her own fortune 
from the vantage-point of an entirely im- 
personal detachment. 

"That's where you slipped, mother," con- 
tinued the quite unruffled Eileen. "There's 
nothing impossible to our generation. Im- 
possibilities are our food, drink and rai- 
ment. We're like those surprising orchid 
things that defy the usual laws and live on 
air." 

"Yes," remarked Mrs. Milyuns; "any 
new air. But I didn't bring you here, 
Eileen, to be a stumbling-block to — to Pam- 
ela, who is suddenly faced with problems 
in the solution of which she deserves our 
sympathetic assistance." 

"You've hit the nail on the head again, 
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mother," parried Eileen. "You're not in 
sympathy with her, and I am ; so you'd bet- 
ter hand over her check, and to-morrow 
morning at ten I'll be here to help her cash 
and spend it — if necessary." She turned to 
Pamela with a twinkle of anticipation in 
her eyes. "How about it?" 

Pamela smiled back her bubbling smile, 
and then suddenly grew grave. 

"Do you think I could order by meas- 
ure?" she asked, and, remarking the hurt 
astonishment on Eileen's face, continued in 
rapid but nevertheless halting explanation : 
"You see, it's Mr. Randolph. This is really 
his apartment, and he may be back almost 
any — any day. I — I don't want to miss him. 
I — I wouldn't be out when he comes for 
anything." 

"Hm," interjected Mrs. Milyuns, but 
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before she could make any further prog- 
ress along that line, Eileen was on her 
feet and saying good-by among these other 
things : 

"That's all nonsense. If Bobby found you 
here just as he left you, the first time he de- 
cided, to turn up, he might never appear 
again. But if he finds you after two or three 
unsuccessful calls and just one day's shop- 
ping, he will never leave. Tomlinson will 
have to throw him out" 

"Tomlinson couldn't," said Pamela, with 
calm complacency. 

Gradually the sure shot made by Miss 
Milyuns began to take effect The thought 
of clothes— new smart suits, airy evening 
nothings, filmy undergarments, and solid- 
silk hosiery — stole Pamela from her inten- 
tion of eternal vigilance and led her to say; 
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"After all, I will go with you, if it really 
isn't asking too much of you." 

Thus was Mrs. Milyuns side-tracked for 
keeps, and on the following morning, the 
two young ladies were wafted down-town 
in Mr. Milyuns' best limousine and pro- 
ceeded to open a chain of credit-accounts, 
on the bare say-so of Eileen and in the name 
of Miss I. P. Thornton, that spoke volumes 
for the former's exclusive taste in fashion- 
able purveyors and financial ability to hu- 
mor it Possibly the two would have 
shopped up to the moment of the present 
writing had it not been for the fact that 
Pamela knew all about money from the 
short end. 

"I have finished," she suddenly an- 
nounced. 

"Finished what?" asked Eileen. 
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"Finished shopping," said Pamela. "I've 
been keeping account, and I've spent almost 
the whole check." 

" The whole check?' " exclaimed Eileen. 
"Why, you haven't even touched it. That's 
the beauty of charge-accounts. You can 
keep your checks to look at. I've got 9ome 
that father gave me three years ago." 

Pamela smiled a smile of much wisdom 
and made for the nearest exit. As a matter 
of polite formality, when they reached 
Fifty-ninth Street, she asked Eileen to come 
up for lunch from the bachelor's buffet in 
the basement, and she could not help a 
slight feeling of relief at the news that Miss 
Milyuns had promised herself elsewhere. 

"But I'll break away and come for tea at 
five, if you'll let me," said Eileen. "I sim- 
ply must help you try them all on." 
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"All right; do," said Pamela, inwardly 
pleased that she would have some one be- 
sides Tomlinson upon whom to flash the 
first dazzling vision of her metamorphosis. 

The first thing she did when she reached 
the apartment was to ask if Mr. Randolph 
had called ; the next was to summon the of- 
fice of Milyuns, Branch & Milyuns on the 
telephone to know what steps had been 
taken in the new search. She was somewhat 
surprised to learn that the entire firm had 
gone out to lunch in a body, and still more 
startled at the information, obtained three 
hours later from the same supercilious voice 
at the other end of the wire, to the effect 
that none of them had come back. She was 
young; she believed it. 

There is no doubt that in five minutes 
more Mr, Gloom would have assumed full 
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sway in the late apartment of Mr. Robert 
H. Randolph had not a long procession of 
parcels begun to arrive in the nick of time. < 
Tomlinson brought them into the bedroom, 
one, two, three at a haul, and Pamela her- 
self cut the knots with Mr. Randolph's best 
nail-scissors and laid out the goods, filmy 
fold upon filmy fold. 
By the time Eileen turned up, the apart- 

■s 

ment looked like the stateroom de luxe of 
a millionaire young lady returning from 
Paris with nothing to wear and preparing 
to swear to it before all the customs officials 
in Gotham. Tomlinson was ordered to fill 
the cellar with wrapping-paper, tissue- 
paper, cardboard boxes, and string, burning 
what was left over in the back yard. 

As soon as sufficient space had been 
cleared for action, the two girls set to work, 
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and were soon involved in such an orgy of 
"trying on" as only the healthiest stamina 
of youth could have endured without fall- 
ing over in a dead faint from exhaustion. 
Even Eileen divested her person of every- 
thing but, and experimented with such dear 
garments as it seemed impossible Miss 
Thornton could get round to in the allotted 
time. 

Having tried to show the public how 
charming was Pamela in and without her 
cheap clothes, no puerile and gasping effort 
will be made in these pages to measure the 
effect upon her of the latest creations of the 
raiment dream-gods of Fifth Avenue. Suf- 
fice it to say that, in one hour's twinkling 
of the eye, she became such a radiant vision 
as chokes mere words down into the pit of 
a man's stomach, makes his jaw work like 
146 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

that of a fish on a hot sidewalk, fills his eyes 
with the pleading light of calf-love, and in- 
spires his hands with an overmastering de- 
sire to reach for it. 

For two, four, six days, a week, two 
weeks, Pamela lived in breathless anticipa- 
tion of the moment when she could burst 
upon the eyesight of one Robert Hervey 
Randolph, and when all these days — and 
weeks — passed without any news of him, 
her lips that were made to smile, to kiss, and 
to bless the air with words softly spoken 
and carried on the fragrance of clean young 
breath began to droop pitifully. 

Mr. Milyuns' efforts in several directions 
had so far proved in vain. He had adver- 
tised in every paper in Gotham, from the 
New York Epoch to the pink Police Gas- 
setter; he had offered rewards; he had set 
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traps and was now supporting a large corps 
of rapidly fattening individuals who called 
themselves "plain-clothes" men — a name 
that would have fitted them admirably had 
the last syllable been omitted. His net re- 
sults were the information that Mr. Ran- 
dolph, in a reprehensible state of intoxica- 
tion and at seven o'clock of the morning on 
which he had disappeared, had exchanged 
his swell evening garments at a second-hand 
emporium on Sixth Avenue for a suit of 
thicks and eighteen dollars in cash, stating, 
as he left the place, that he was thinking of 
going South for the rest of the winter. 

After a minute and leisurely study of all 
the exits from Manhattan, the plain-clothes 
men had given it as their united opinion 
that Mr. Randolph had been speaking fa- 
cetiously in his last-known remark and had 
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probably not voyaged farther south than 
Canal Street. They said if he would only 
try to leave New York, they could find him 
at once, and settled down on a policy of 
watchful waiting for that event. 

The efforts made by Mr. Milyuns in the 
direction of springing Miss Thornton on 
society went equally awry but were not quite 
so fruitless. His natural love of a smooth^ 
running establishment on the slippery crust 
of Gotham's social plane would have been 
saved a severe bump if American parents 
were as careful to look up their guests 9 
moral records as they are to study their rat- 
ings in Bradstreetum's. 

Unfortunately for Mr. Milyuns, it hap- 
pened that a certain young scion of a once 
gentlemanly house was included in the first 
large dinner-box-party given to meet Miss 
149 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

Imogene Pamela Thornton. In the natural 
course of such events, the pasty youth 
stepped up for presentation, registering in 
his protuberant eyes a gleam of dubious sur- 
prise. What if he should say, "Hello, Viri- 
enne!" Would it create a sensation? 

Something else did ; namely Miss Thorn- 
ton's modulated but terribly clear voice. 

"I met Mr. Beamer," said Pamela, draw- 
ing back quickly her half-extended hand, 
"when I was a chorus-girl." She turned 
with a winning smile to her recently beam- 
ing hostess. "I don't care to know him in 
pleasanter surroundings. ,, 

For one breathless second there threat- 
ened one of those silences that spell social 
disaster. Eileen took it upon herself to mash 
it in its extreme youth with a soft tap of her 
efficient hammer. 
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"Oh, must you really go?" she remarked 
to Mr. Beamer. 

Did this spectacular debut strike the 
name of Imogene Pamela from the lists of 
the matronly elite of Manhattan? It did 
not. Invitations rained on her and found 
her unresponsive. Her would-be hostesses 
would have gone the length of submitting 
rostrums of proposed guests as though to 
royalty, except for the fact that each and 
every one of them wished to put her own 
nearest and dearest to the test of a sudden 
meeting with the most exclusive of New 
York's latest crop of buds. 

Pamela refused and accepted these bids 
for the latest thing in sensations in the most 
erratic manner. No one could fathom just 
why she said, "No," and much less why she 
occasionally said, "Yes." The mystery only 
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added to the demands for her company and 
the Nays soon began to show an overwhelm- 
ing preponderance over the Ayes. Why? 
Simply because it was not in the power of 
any of the hostesses to call up the moody 
girl and say: "My dear, we are going to 
have just pork and beans for dinner to- 
night Won't you join us? Mr. Robert 
Hervey Randolph said he would drop in 
for pot-luck." 

Yes ; every time Pamela had accepted an 
invitation, it was in the rapidly waning 
hope that Mr. Randolph, beloved and once 
at the beck and call of these very people, 
would appear and come into his own. 
Could she have surmised that on two sepa- 
rate occasions the knight errant of her 
thoughts had actually seen her in her most 
ravishing bibless evening tucker, had driven 
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her to two familiar doors, taken her money 
with averted face and without inspecting 
the "clock," and had passed on to some quiet 
stand to dream over her new glory and read 
the latest batch of ads crying for news of 
the whereabouts and welfare of self — could 
she have known these apparently insig- 
nificant items in the daily life of the great 
city, she would have wept her lovely eyes 
out twice over. 

Such being her state of heart, imagine 
her excitement when Mr. Milyuns called 
by appointment and retailed word for word 
the following conversation which he had 
participated in that very morning with 
Miss Madge Van Tellier, of East Ninth 
Street: 

"Oh, Mr. Milyuns, are you doing all that 
advertising for Bobby Randolph?" 
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"Yes, Madge; I certainly am, and if it 
doesn't bear fruit pretty soon, I'll have to 
give up tobacco." 

"Are you advertising for his own .good? 
I mean — is it important to him — not to you 
— for you to find him? Would he be really 
and truly glad to be found even against his 
will?" 

"Er — yes — er — it is — er — he would — er 
— if he isn't sixteen kinds of a fool. I think 
I caught them all, my dear, but if I left any 
out, please repeat" 

"Yes," admitted the lady question-mark; 
"your legal mind answered them all. Now 
tell me just from your human self — if you 
were in Bobby's place, would you want to 
be found by you for the purpose that you 
want to find him for?" 

Mr. Milyuns did not pretend for one sec- 
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ond that he did not understand the prepos- 
terously worded query. 

"You bet I would 1" he answered 
promptly and emphatically. "Now tell me 
what you're got up your sleeve. Please, 
Madge; that'9 a dear girl! If you only 
knew how I'm worried seven times a day — " 

"I'm trying to tell you," broke in Miss 
Van Tellier, "but you talk so much I can't 
get in inywhere. Last night, a taxi brought 
me home from — er — from a drive, and the 
cabman was Bobby, looking simply stun- 
ning in one of those awfully high-collared, 
khaki, waist-effect woolly coats, chauffeur's 
cap, tan puttees, boots, and all — " 

"Yes, yes," interrupted Mr. Milyuns; "I 
know now just how he looked. What was 
the license-number of the car, and to which 
company did it belong?" 
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A long pause. 

"Why, I didn't notice." 

"Thanks awfully, my dear." 

Sound of hanging up the receiver. 

"So there you are," said Mr. Milyuns to 
the very much excited Pamela. "We've got 
this far, and, by a fluke entirely unconnected 
with the twenty-two sleuths I have been 
pensioning in advance of their lifelong serv- 
ice, Robert is driving one of the sixty-three 
thousand taxi-cabs that infest the streets of 
New York." 

"Poor dear!" said Pamela, tears rising to 
her adorable eyes. Then she dismissed Mr. 
Milyuns, who would gladly have lingered. 
"I have to go out now. I'm so sorry, but 
thank you very, very much." 

"Can't I drop you wherever you're go- 
ing?" asked the very human mind of the 
*$6 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



TAXI 

leading legal authority on corporation 
hedge-rows and byways. 

"Oh, no," said Pamela, translucent as 
love itself; "I shall go in taxis." 

How many vulgar vehicles for hire were 
blessed by the transient presence of Miss 
Thornton during the next seven hours is a 
matter of gross mathematics and conse- 
quently beneath the ken of an intelligence 
that can chat along about nice things like 
Pamela and Robert Randolph for pure 
pleasure and subsequently sell the remarks 
for cold cash. Five minutes to spot a lively 
cab, five minutes to ticket the driver and 
pile him on the discard, two more to find 
her purse, three more to look innocent; then 
start all over again. Divide seven times 
sixty minutes by all that, and you've got her 
number. 
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Let us leave the statistical fiend and pass 
on to seven o'clock of the near-Christmas 
evening when MisS Thornton was momen- 
tarily out of a cab and strolling down the 
slope of the hump in West Fifty-seventh 
Street. A mushy snow-rain had just begun 
to- fall, giving any one with the price a 
splendid excuse for taking a cab anywhere 
for anywhere. Before the portal of the 
Great Northern Lights squatted four taxis 
in a line. In the driver's seat of the rear- 
most of these, and consequently the last on 
the rank, a lank human being was buried in 
an enormous turned-up collar roofed by a 
chauffeur's cap set at the angle of slumber. 

Pamela, the very moment her eyes fell on 
the recumbent figure, felt that short quick 
leap of the blood in her veins which is ordi- 
narily termed a "hunch." She longed to 
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step forward and raise the veiling head- 
gear, but she dared not, for not only was the 
hotel-starter on the job but also the window- 
shades of the Poppy Club next door were 
still elevated by special request, owing to 
the slippery state of the sidewalk in con- 
junction with the homeward-bound stream 
of dress-models. 

As a consequence, she was necessarily 
content with opening the car door for her- 
self and stepping in. The starter politely 
begged her to pass to the taxi at the head 
of the rank and just as politely she informed 
him that her feet were wet enough as it was. 
In the meantime, even her light weight on 
the running-board had startled the driver 
into wakefulness and, without going 
through any motions, he had heard the un- 
forgetable tones of her voice. 
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The starter shrugged his shoulders, 
barked out an address in Fifty-ninth Street, 
and kindly offered to "turn her over for 
him." The driver laid trembling hands on 
the wheel and cautiously drew himself up 
to a sitting position without disturbing the 
shielding angle of his cap. Far from his 
troubled mind were thoughts of snow, the 
slush, and skidding. He threw in his clutch, 
started her with a jerk, rounded the cab in 
front successfully, skidded mightily there- 
after, straightened her out, skidded again, 
and crashed, with a great splintering of 
spokes, broadside front on the curb directly 
before the delighted windows of the Poppy 
Club. 

Nothing would have happened to Miss 
Thornton had she been sitting back in a 
ladylike manner, but at the moment of the 
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cab's collision with the imperturbable curb, 
she was otherwise occupied; in short, the 
glass being a bit frosted, she was standing 
up and trying to peek through the speaking- 
slot. As a consequence, when the door flew 
open with the shock, she also flew and vol- 
planed to a landing on hands and knees in 
the very middle of the very wide sidewalk. 

With a cry of, "Oh, miss!" the driver 
sprang toward her, but when, still on hands 
and knees, she looked up and gasped, "Oh, 
Randy — Mr. Randolph!" he turned and 
fled down the hill. 

"Hi! You Slim Hervey!" yelled the 
starter. "Come back here an' sign up for 
the junk!" 

In the meantime, which /wasn't much 
more than the twinkling of an eye, three 
perennial near-youths dashed down the 
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steps of the Poppy Club to the assistance 
of the loveliest trouble that had ever sent 
out an S. O. S. signal in the face of ready 
help to the falling. Individually and col- 
lectively, they raised the curly-haired vision 
to its feet 

"It was Mr. Randolph," gasped the 
maiden, in evident distress, "and I've been 
looking for him for weeks." 

"Not Bobby 1" exclaimed Mr. Nearton. 

"Not Herv!" ejaculated Mr. Verries. 

"Not Randy I" interjected Mr. Berry. 

Pamela nodded three times, but her eyes 
failed to show wonder. Nowadays, every- 
body she ran into seemed to know every- 
body she knew by his first name. 

"Excuse me," said Mr. Nearton, intent 
on getting there first with a remark — any 
remark; "does he owe you money, too?" 
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The effect was electrical. Miss Thornton 
assumed a freezing dignity. She fixed Mr. 
Nearton with steady eyes. 

"How much does Mr. Randolph owe 
you?" she asked. 

"Only tw-twenty," babbled Mr. Near- 
ton. 

"Well, here it is," said Pamela, drawing 
a yellowback from her chatelaine and 
thrusting it into Mr. Nearton's nerveless 
hand. "I happen to owe Mr. Randolph a 
great deal more than that." Wherewith she 
turned and made for the corner and the 
nearest telephone-booth. 

"William," said Mr. Verries sadly to Mr. 
Berry, "look at him! Took the cash as usual 
and let the credit go." The narcotized Mr. 
Nearton gazed not at the gift but at the 
disappearing giver. 
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Pamela was short of breath when she 
reached the telephone, but she managed to 
get Mr. Milyuns' residence on the wire and 
learned that he was detained at the office. 
She called up that safe den of the would-be 
undisturbed and connected with a new and 
strange drawl. 

"YouVe got the wrong number, lady. 
This Mr. Milyuns went home early to cele- 
brate his silver wedding." 

"Will you put me through to Mr. Borden 
Milyuns," asked Pamela, in a sugar-sweet 
voice, "or do you really want to start look- 
ing for another job?" 

"How do I know you know him — Miss 
Hurry, did you say? The office-boy ain't 
here, so I can't ask him. Leave me your 
number, an' I'll have him call you." 
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"'Know himP" gulped Pamela, in a 
rage. "Why, I've k-kissed him!" 

"Kissed Mr. Milyuns!" responded the 
voice, taking sudden notice. "Well, dearie, 
why didn't you say so? I thought you was 
one of them highbrow dames. If it's a mat- 
ter of kissin' the boss over the wire, why just 
you go to it I won't listen — oh, no I" 

And a moment later, Pamela, in a stream- 
line body: 

"Oh, Mr. Milyuns, this is Pamela and 
IVe found him I . . . Yes; Randy — Mr. 
Randolph. . . . No; he got away I . . . 
Yes. He's going under the name of Slim 
Hervey and he was driving the Village Cab 
Company's No. 1898, and he smashed it on 
the curb just in front of that horrid Poppy 
Club, and when he saw me, he ran. . . . 
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Oh, you will get him, won't you? Please 
hurry. And now, if you'll hang up, I hare 
a few words to say to that new telephone- 
girl of yours. . . . Oh, no; you needn't 
tell her; I can feel her sagging on the wire. 
. . . Oh, will you? Oh, thank you! It 
isn't as if she didn't deserve it" 
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PART IV 

THE ASCENT TO MARS 

When Mr. Robert Hervey Randolph, 
alias Slim Hervey, chauffeur, vice Patrick 
O'Reilly, ex-driver of the Village Cab 
Company's No. 1898, skidded that vehicle 
disastrously to the curb in front of the 
Poppy Club and, as a result of his criminal 
negligence, in conjunction with Miss Imo- 
gene Pamela Thornton's reprehensible 
peeking occupation, hurled that young lady 
to the middle of the sidewalk on her hands 
and knees, he leaped from his seat on a 
spontaneous impulse to help her to her feet 
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and administer every kind of first comfort 
that the occasion seemed to demand. 

Two considerations, however, shot from 
the double-barreled blunderbuss of Ridicule 
and Honor, caught him on the wing, as it 
were, and deflected his flight from west to 
east with a sharp turn due south at the 
corner of Fifty-seventh Street and Sixth 
Avenue. In the first place, out of the cor- 
ner of his eye he had seen his one-time 
friends, Mr. Nearton, Mr. Verries and Mr. 
Berry descending the shallow club front 
steps in an avalanche; in the second place, 
he suddenly recollected that Miss Thorn- 
ton was an heiress, high above his present 
station and intent, as he had gathered from 
between the lines in various advertisements 
in the local press referring to the location 
of his person, on thanking and otherwise 
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recompensing him for turning to the right 
in a matter of ten thousand dollars a year, 
unearned increment. 

As he gazed for one too brief second 
down into the pleading eyes and adorably 
eager face of this lovable vision on her 
hands and knees, which it seemed unbeliev- 
able he had once held in his arms, only the 
oft-repeated favorite poem of his nurse: 

I could not love thee, dear, so much 
Loved I not honor more, 

kept him from facing the avalanche of ridi- 
cule and giving the eternally searching 
Diogenes with his lantern a run for his 
money. As previously stated, it was not to 
be. Mr. Randolph turned from the wait- 
ing arms of the sweetest temptation ever 
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reniged by man and made his swift way to 
the sanctum of Mr. Tourke O'Shaughnessy, 
foreman-manager of the Village Cab Com- 
pany. 

"Tourke," said Mr. Randolph, "I'm 
through. Smashed up the two off wheels 
of my wagon on the curb in front of the 
Poppy Club. Dock me thirty, please, and 
make out my pay-check." 

"Through, Slim? Whadda ya mean?" 
said Mr. O'Shaughnessy. "Think I'm goin' 
to sack you for a skid on a day like this? 
Pay for your fun, kid, but take another 
wagon." 

Robert Randolph, alias Slim Hervey, 
shook his head. 

"You don't understand," he said. "I — 
I've lost my nerve." 

"Lost your nerve !" gasped Mr. O'Shaugh- 
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nessy. "Whadda ya mean by tellin' me a lie 
like that? Come on, now; draw a map! 
Did ye kill the inside?" 

"Oh, no," said Slim; "that's just it I 
mean, the young lady is very much all 
right" 

"I begin to get you," murmured Tourke. 
"Skirt on your track, eh?" A look of pity 
followed by one of loyalty crept into his 
eyes. "Look here, Slim," he continued: "I 
know that tryin' to trick a female is like 
playin' hockey with a stick o' dynamite, but 
we got a lot o' high cards to draw to. First 
shot out o' the box, all the boys here is for 
you. Then there's your frien's, the Force. 
I want to tell you, Slim, you're the first 
driver I ever had that could flatten out a 
cop on a busy day an' make him think it was 
a joke." 
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"Thanks," said Mr. Randolph, but shook 
his head sadly. 

"Now, listen," resumed Mr. O'Shaugh- 
nessy: "I'm goin* to have the boys up here 
as they come in an' put 'em on. In the en- 
teract, you slip out for a make-up. Get 
Sally Painter round the corner to tone your 
face down to the color of your freckles, do 
a little job on yer eyebrows, an* fix a deep 
scar in the upper lip of yer speakin'-tube. 
Get me?" 

Mr. Randolph's widely placed blue eyes 
narrowed in an effort to examine the propo- 
sition shrewdly from all angles, and the 
light of hope was just beginning to dawn 
across the trouble in his honest face when 
there came a sharp knock on the door, fol- 
lowed promptly by the rattle of the loose 
knob and the unceremonious entry of one 
172 



Digitized by CjOCVQIC 



TAXI 

birdlike, bald-headed, dapper corporation 
lawyer and two corpulent gum-shoe plain- 
clothes men. 

"Yere! Wot the— " exclaimed the out- 
raged Mr. O'Shaughnessy. 

The legal light paid him no heed and ad- 
vanced on the fast-wilting Slim Hervey 
with outstretched hand. 

"Robert I" he cried beamingly. "My dear 
boy, I'm glad to see you!" 

"Don't take the glad hand, Slim," warned 
Mr. O'Shaughnessy. "The little runt may 
be tryin' to serve papers on yer. Now, gents, 
show yer warrant er I'll call the boys an' 
you take the consequences." 

"I guess it's all right, Tourke," said Slim 
weakly. "They aren't going to pull me, ex- 
actly." 

"I don't care whether they think they're 
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goin 1 to pinch you er not," remarked Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy, fixing malignant eyes on 
the two heavy flanking forces of the small 
lawyer. "I never did like the smell of fat" 
Suddenly he roared: "Hey! Boysl" 

The two bulls, strayed into inhospitable 
pastures, turned, stepped cat-footed to the 
door, and took the flight of steps in three. 
They can not be blamed, for they had rec- 
ognized in Mr. O'Shaughnessy the man 
who had once been arrested for pushing 
over with one hand a Ford that had 
crowded him. 

"Now, Robert," said the legal personage, 
apparently quite oblivious of the desertion 
of his supports, "I just want to talk with 
you. May I sit down?" 

"Certainly, Mr. Milyuns " said Robert, 
apathetically. 

174 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

"Excuse me" murmured Mr. O'Shaugh- 
nessy. "Did I, or didn't I get the name cor- 
rect?" 

"I beg your pardon, Tourke," said Rob- 
ert, "Mr. Borden Milyuns; Mr. Tourke 
O'Shaughnessy." He pronounced it 
"O'Shockenssy," to the delight of the own- 
er's ears, long unaccustomed to the correct 
intonation of the exotic patronymic. 

"I did hear correct," said Mr. O'Shaugh- 
nessy, as he rose and tiptoed from the room. 
"I leave you gents to your family affairs," 
he added from the door, his eyes drinking 
a last view of the brain-king he had dared 
to call a runt 

During the next half-hour, Mr. Milyuns 
delivered himself of an assorted lot of spe- 
cial pleading that he could have sold on the 
market almost any day for fifty thousand 
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dollars, but the 9ole judge and object of his 
efforts still sat swinging one putteed leg in 
mid-air, as though fanning aside the valu- 
able stream of golden words, and continued 
puffing at one cigarette after another, each 
lighted from the butt of its predecessor. 

"It's no use, Mr. Milyuns," said Robert, 
at last. "The truth is, and you know it, that 
a meeting between myself and Pam — Miss 
Thornton, at the present time and under the 
exceptional conditions, could only bring 
about complications beyond the capability 
of any one of us to handle. Her proposal 
that she divide her income with me is so ab- 
surd that I am amazed at your imper — at 
your hardihood in even mentioning it." 

Mr. Milyuns wiped his brow for the first 
time in many years. 

"I don't mind you calling me 'imperti- 
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nent,' Robert," he said meekly. "Call me 
anything you please. Only" — and his voice 
rose gradually to a surprising volume — 
"don't forget that I promised one of the 
dearest, most unspoiled, lovable, and wholly 
adorable young persons that it's ever been 
my privilege to assure of the impossible that 
I would bring you to her, and, by the holy 
mackerel, I will — if I have to hold you by 
one ear with my teeth I" 

Mr. Randolph took his latest cigarette 
from his mouth during this strictly illegal 
peroration, and allowed his lips to spread 
into a broad smile. 

"Mr. Milyuns," he said, "I always did like 
you; now I've got a deeper feeling. They 
call it love. I admit to the human end of 
you that the only thing that keeps me from 
rushing straight away to call on the lady 
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you have so accurately described is the fact 
that I haven't money and she has." 

"But what about the job I offered you?" 
interjected Mr. Milyuns. 

"I was coming to that," said Mr. Ran- 
dolph. "I'm not keen on charity from you 
any more than from Miss Thornton, but — 
more than that — I wouldn't bury myself in 
your stuffy old sky-scraper at any cash price 
known to man. In the first place, you be- 
long to the most unoriginal of all profes- 
sions, and, in the second, you make money 
too slowly." 

" 'Make money too slowly!' " gasped Mr. 
Milyuns, forgetting Bobby and Pamela, and 
their affairs for the first time in three weeks, 
and remembering, for a change, and with a 
twinge of his hardened conscience, the size 
of his last retainer. "Ha!" 
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But Mr. Randolph allowed him no time 
for indulgence in vocal mirth. 

"That's what I said," he continued, un- 
moved. "To meet Miss Thornton face to 
face and unashamed, I feel that I must have 
a capital of at least a hundred thousand." 

He sank his head in thought for a mo- 
ment. When he raised it again, the widely 
placed blue eyes were there. So was the 
saddle of faint freckles across his nose; so 
was the guarantee of honesty across his open 
face, but superimposed over all was a new 
look of sudden resolution. 

"You will please tell Miss Thornton," he 
resumed, "that I shall do myself the honor 
of calling on her one week from the day 
after to-morrow at four in the afternoon. 
There is a condition, however, and it is that 
I be left alone without any mental reserva- 
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tion by her and you and your agents during 
the intervening time." 

"One hundred thousand in nine days," 
murmured Mr. Milyuns skeptically. His 
great brain hung poised in thought for some 
time, but finally he nodded his acceptance 
of Robert's terms of capitulation and 
promptly left the room. 

Mr. O'Shaughnessy presently returned 
and found his favorite driver sunk in stren- 
uous reverie. 

"Well, Mr. — er — Robert, are you goin* 
back to the folks?" 

Mr. Randolph raised his head and 
smiled. 

"Call me 'Slim/ please, Tourke— 'Slim 
Hervey* for a while yet. IVe decided to ac- 
cept your offer of another wagon for a week 
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or two — that is, if you realize you'll be do- 
ing me just a plain, unornamental favor." 

"Sure, kid!" said Mr. O'Shaughnessy, 
flushing, as does all his kind on the verge 
of gratitude. "That's all right" 

"Thanks a lot!" said Mr. Randolph. 
"And do you mind if I take the Wall Street 
beat for a while? I need money." 

"Why, Slim, what's got ye? Ye know 
that's the rottenest short-run stand in town. 
Now, ef it's money you want — " Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy reached slowly down into 
his capacious trousers pocket, his eyes, 
meanwhile, studying Mr. Randolph's phys- 
iognomy with a shrewd glint that had fore- 
stalled many a clever attempt at a touch in 
years gone by. 

"Yes, money," said Mr. Randolph pen- 
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sively; "a hundred thousand dollars' 
worth," 

Tourke't face underwent a startling 
change, as though it had tumbled down a 
whole ladder of emotions until it landed 
with a jolt on a solid platform of infinite 
pity. 

"Take any beat ye like, boy, while ye c'n 
hold the wheel J ,, he said, at the same time 
jambing the brakes down on his too gener- 
ous hand "An 1 be sure your ol' frien' 
Tourke ain't goin' to forget to come to the 
hospital to see you" — he finished almost 
with a sob — "often." 

For five restless, heart-breaking days, 
Mr. Randolph and his cab were at the beck 
and call of every short-horn curb-broker 
that wanted his friends and customers to 
see him start away from the scene of others' 
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labors in a taxi. The vast assurance that 
had graced him when he allowed Mr. Mil- 
yuns to infer that nine days was plenty in 
which to pick up a hundred thousand dol- 
lars and that had also tinged a remark made 
some weeks before to a Miss Madge Van 
Tellier to the effect that the great thing 
nowadays was to avoid having too much 
money had been gradually worn to a rag- 
ged frazzle. 

Mr. Randolph was on the point of trying 
to persuade himself that he was giving way 
to the too constant strain rather than to any 
defect in his philosophy of the easiness of 
wealth when an excited and hatless elevator- 
boy rushed up and said : 

"Here, yousel Mr. Embonpoint Mor- 
gum's car has froze. Ring your oF fire- 
alarm." 
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Mr. Randolph almost knocked over a 
fare that was attempting to get inside. 

"Engaged !" he growled, as he stooped to 
"turn her over." 

Five minutes later, his cab was carrying, 
in the persons of Mr. Morgum, above men- 
tioned, and another, the potential pivots of 
very tight-vested interests to the tune of 
twelve billion dollars. It may be thought 
that it was Slim Hervey's intention to waft 
this precious pair to some bosky retreat, 
cover them with leaves, and hold them for 
ransom, but such was not the case. He de- 
sired nothing from these two potentates 
among a race of lucre giants beyond what 
might come to him through his ever-open 
speaking-slot. 

This is all he heard: 

"Lcwiif ader is getting kind of fresh." 
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"That's what I been thinkin\" 

"When?" 

"What about Friday, when the Bunkers- 
Bollweevil report comes out?" 

"Good ideal Friday it is." 

Not another word, but, as it happened, 
it was enough to start Mr. Randolph honk- 
ing up-town the moment he had dropped 
his laconic fares at their next board meet- 
ing. No one had to tell him who Lewis- 
fader was; he had been to college with that 
financier's son, and if there was one thing 
above all others that said offspring was good 
at, it was blowing his father's horn. Lewis- 
fader was this and Lewisf ader was that, but 
principally and especially he was the cen- 
tral rock in the money maelstrom known to 
the stock-market as "Amal. I. S. & C," 
which had only lately dared to swell its 
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portentous belly in the company of the most 
developed and vicious saurians of the finan- 
cial world. 

All the way up-town, Mr. Randolph's 
face was concentrated in the nearest ap- 
proach to a frown of which it was capable. 
He was not, however, weighing the sub- 
stance of what he had heard this way and 
that, for the simple reason that the moment 
the one word, "Lewisfader," had reached 
his ears, he had seen the great light and 
grasped his hunch beyond any thought of 
looking back. That part of it was settled; 
what worried him now was the amount of 
ways and means in his pocket. By thinking 
very hard, he added up his capital without 
bringing it forth to the light of day. The 
exact sum was sixty-eight dollars and fifty 
cents. 
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No sooner had he passed the test in men- 
tal arithmetic than he drew up a little be- 
yond the front door of the Rocket Club. 
He started to leave his cab, paused, consid- 
ered, and then deliberately lowered the flag. 
As he entered the lobby of the club, four 
scandalized fronts leaped to bar his way. 
They asked him a variety of biting ques- 
tions : Did he think it was a night lunch- 
wagon? Which chambermaid was he call- 
ing on? Was he looking for Mills Hotel? 

"Herbert !" roared Mr. Randolph. 

The functionary named, head doorman for 
the Rocket Club since first it started on its 
appropriately meteoric career, leaped from 
his dignified seat on the somnolent side-lines 
and stared wide-eyed at the servile appari- 
tion that had dared shout the open sesame 
to that inviolate portal. 
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"Mr. Randolph!" he gasped at last, and 
the stunned fronts started to slink away. 

"Hold on, there!" said Mr. Randolph, 
and divested himself of cap to one, overcoat 
to another, gloves to the third, and asked 
the fourth for a light "Herbert," he con- 
tinued, in modulated tones, "the cab outside 
is waiting for Mr. R. H. Randolph. It may 
be there for some time. Have an eye kept 
on it." 

"Yes, Mr. Randolph. I'll see to it, Mr. 
Randolph. George, Mr. Randolph's let- 
ters." 

"Never mind the letters," countermanded 
the oft-named one, and proceeded to thread 
his way to a certain small room strategically 
placed well within the depths of the edifice 
and far from the maddening tumult of the 
streets. The said apartment at the moment 
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of his arrival contained five occupants 
seated round a circular table of convenient 
height and clothed in pale green, kindest of 
all shades to the eye of man. There were 
no mirrors on the walls. 

Mr. Randolph's entry was greeted first 
with consternation and then with three 
shouts. 
"Bobby, you old scout!" 
"Herv, by great balls of sweat." 
"Randy, from where the devil?" 
The speakers arose and pump-handled 
Mr. Randolph's arm. 

"Ye gods, man, where you been? Strayed 
in from a fancy-dress?" 

"Never mind the glad rags, fellows," said 

Mr. Randolph. "I was just feeling lonely 

for the sound of chips. Room for another?" 

"The surest thing I You don't know these 
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two chaps, do you? Mr. Seegar, passed on 
to us from 'Frisco, and Mr. Bowling-True, 
our latest new member. Gentlemen, this is 
Mr. Randy Randolph, of New Haven and 
New York, in disguise but still the best 
ever." 

"Table-stakes?" murmured Mr. Ran- 
dolph, as he took his place, apparently at 
random, but at the left of the two compara- 
tive strangers. 

"Of course! Same old ante. Same old 
game. You talk as though youM been away 
for a month." 

For a moment, but for a moment only, 
Mr. Randolph was dazed. Was it possible 
that the last three weeks hadn't been a year? 
He drew out his sixty-eight dollars and fifty 
cents nonchalantly, as though they were 
merely the loose change he had on his per- 
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9on, bought fifty in chips, and laid the small 
heap of what was left of his cash on the 
board. The strain on his nerves during the 
next half-hour put that of the five days' 
wait for a hunch on the Street to the blush. 
There came a moment when all his chips 
were gone, and he was forced to see with a 
full house for his small pile of change only. 

"Serves you right, Randy," said Mr. 
Mein. "For forgetting to pile up the ready 
in a table-stake game, there are two and a 
half million walking the streets — " 

"Oh, stow it!" murmured Mr. Randolph, 
as he counted out his share, amounting to 
ninety-two dollars and fifty cents, and 
pushed across the rest of the fat pot to the 
next-best hand. 'He looked up and smiled. 
"Boys," he remarked frankly, "Fm riding 
a hunch with four legs. Watch me." 
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Five spectators did, but got little excite- 
ment for their pains. Mr. Randolph was 
playing that most difficult and uninteresting 
of poker corollaries — a tight game. Mr. 
Seegar turned impatient as the conviction 
grew upon him that he had run up against 
the original hard-shell who never drew to 
less than a pair of tens, never bluffed, and 
could surrender three kings without a sigh 
to a low straight unseen. He began to make 
facetious remarks in connection with the 
safety-first campaign which was then at its 
height. 

Mr. Randolph suffered in silence, and 
ignoring as well the puzzled looks on the 
faces of his three old-time friends, nursed 
his pile through five long hours up to 
eighteen hundred dollars. Then it was that 
he suddenly met a raise of two hundred on 
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the part of Mr. Seegar, tacked on three hun- 
dred more, waited for that individual to 
throw in his very good hand, face up, with 
the resigned smile of a wise one, and then 
carelessly displayed in the same manner, his 
own three-flush, so bobtailed that the atten- 
tion of the S. P. C. A. should have been 
called to the case. 

The roar of laughter that went up from 
all but Mr. Seegar was more full and free 
than even such occasions usually produce. 
Mr. Mein pounded Mr. Randolph on the 
back. 

"Bobby, old boy," he said, "that was the 
eternalest, patientest, and deepest-laid trap 
I've ever witnessed in a lifelong pursuit of 
the only national pastime!" 

The light merely flickered in Mr. Ran- 
dolph's blue eyes, and he returned to his old 
193 



Digitized by VjOOQ 1C 



TAXI 

job of sawing wood. Not for nothing had 
he made that grand-stand flourish, and his 
object had been gained. A new seriousness, 
masked in cold-edged, classic poker-smiles, 
settled upon the table as a whole. The idea 
that they were gathered together merely to 
while away an idle evening faded into the 
background, and, one by one, like stars com- 
ing out at evening-time, supper-trays began 
to make their appearance. All but Ran- 
dolph, they had been toying with poker; 
now they began to play it 

That gentleman continued for the nonce 
the even tenor of his stride except for a Len- 
ten concession to his insides. He ordered 
placed on a stand at his elbow a large jug 
of ice-water and a platter containing four 
dozen sandwiches. No added touch could 
have done more toward persuading his 
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friendly antagonists that he, Randolph, was 
out for thick blood. If any one of the five 
had joyed in the knowledge that two slices, 
thin, of buttered bread embracing a sliver 
of meat had been named eternally after the 
Earl of Sandwich on just such an epochal 
occasion as this, he would probably have 
seen the high sign and beat it for home and 
bed. 

Night was fast joining the discard when 
the weary Herbert dared to interrupt 

"Please, Mr. Randolph, the officer on the 
beat says the grass is lifting your cab, sir, 
and he thought he ought to report anything 
like that" 

"Tell him to undo the check and let it 
feed itself down again," growled Mr. Ran- 
dolph. 

The day passed ; night fell. Now one and 
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then another of the six devotees of a science 
which even in the youth of this nation had 
forestalled all the wonders of the subma- 
rine, the flight of man, and wireless teleg- 
raphy withdrew just long enough to con- 
nect with the Daily Night Bank round the 
corner or some other convenient base of 
supplies and returned to set new money to 
catch old. But Mr. Randolph had no oc- 
casion to do this. His heap of chips and 
cash of the realm rested on too solid a base 
of its own. 

There may be recorded an amusing di- 
version from the serious business in hand. 
It was ushered in by the crestfallen Her- 
bert, who confessed that actual physical ex- 
haustion had driven him to forty winks, 
during which time a professional purloiner 
of motor-car accessories had stopped, spell- 
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bound by the gigantic sum registered on 
Mr. Randolph's taximeter, had promptly 
stolen the preposterous clock, and was now 
on the club steps offering to settle with who- 
ever was the interested gent on a fifty-fifty 
basis. 

Great was the consternation of the enter- 
prising speculator in theft when he was con- 
fronted by two persons in one; namely, Mr. 
R. H. Randolph, lessee of Car No. 1898, 
and Mr. R. H. Randolph, alias Slim Her- 
vey, the irate driver of said cab. His glib 
tongue, loaded to the gills with arguments 
as to how much the fare would save through 
the sudden exit of the clock from the ken of 
man, tripped hopelessly on this vision of 
wrath in the shape of a driver in whose in- 
terests the ticker had been faithfully slav- 
ing. 
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It took Mr. Randolph just thirty-two 
precious minutes to force the crestfallen one 
to replace and readjust the busy bee of me- 
ter-readings. When he returned to the fray 
up-stairs, he noticed a strange phenomenon 
of poker — age, unmistakable age, had set- 
tled on the faces of the five youths. He put 
his fingers to his own countenance; he could 
feel the added years. Something was over- 
due to happen. 

It came in the next half-hour. Mr. Mein, 
taking advantage of a double straddle, made 
it an even hundred to draw cards; his left- 
hand neighbor withdrew; Mr. Seegar ex- 
pressed an opinion that two hundred suited 
better his monetary fancy; Mr. Bowling- 
True cascaded his small stack of chips be- 
fore his narrowed eyes for three solid min- 
utes and then chucked in his cards. In the 
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meantime, Mr. Randolph had been cau- 
tiously "skinning his hand." 

This is what he saw: Triplets, the ace of 
hearts, the ace of clubs, the ace of spades — 
tailing off sharply and weakly to a three- 
spot and a five, both of hearts. When it was 
his turn to decide, another favorite poem of 
his nurse beginning, 

Once to every man and nation — 

came insistently to his mind. 

"Five hundred in all," he murmured. 
The two remaining aspirants resigned at 
once; Mr. Mein paused a long while and 
then met the raise. 

No sooner had he done so than Mr. See- 
gar pushed into the rapidly fattening pot 
the call-money and five hundred on top. 
Having taken the initial plunge, Mr. Ran- 
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dolph was no longer for hesitating. He met 
the raise promptly and turned slow eyes on 
Mr. Mein's stubborn face. That gentleman 
also stepped up the steep grade without no- 
ticeable pause. 

Three things were now evident to Mr. 
Randolph: he and Mr. Mein each held a 
nucleus too good to lay down in the face of 
the money; Mr. Seegar was possessed of a 
hub with all the spokes attached, and at this 
stage would have preferred a shut-out; the 
dealer was mercifully sitting at Mr. Ran- 
dolph's left 

"Cards!" he barked 

"Two, please," said Mr. Mein. He re- 
ceived the couple, shuffled them into his 
three, but was too old a hand to steal even 
a glance at their skinned edges. He rested 
a benign gaze on Mr. Seegar's face until 
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that gentleman tapped the table, signifying 
his intention to remain with those, and then 
turned it on Mr. Randolph's countenance. 
Mr. Randolph, holding the best threes in 
the pack and having noted a faint shade of 
eagerness in Mr. Seegar's gesture, immedi- 
ately eliminated Mr. Mein from the run- 
ning and concentrated his entire attention 
on the probabilities of the pat hand. He 
considered that if Mr. Seegar had really 
desired to kill the draw, sitting on a pat 
straight, a flush, or even a full house, he 
would have advanced much more sharply 
at the start The indication was that he held 
fours or better. Having come to that con- 
clusion, Mr. Randolph passed in mental re- 
view his own hand. There seemed to be no 
room for doubt; he would, of course, draw 
to his three aces. 
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'Two from the very top," he remarked, 
but even as the words left his lips, a still 
small voice whispered in his ear, "Hearts 
are trumps." 

Mr. Randolph raised his original five 
cards and skinned them carefully to deter- 
mine beyond peradventure whence had been 
born that potent hunch. The ace, the three- 
spot, and the five of hearts blinked at him 
in measured succession. His eyes wandered 
to the two cards the dealer had tossed, face 
down, before him. Tiny globes of cold 
sweat formed on his brow. Suddenly he 
remembered th&t he had been riding 
hunches for thirty-six hours and the end 
was not yet On a mad impulse that will 
receive the cold censure of every true devo- 
tee of the science of poker, he threw into 
the discard the two black aces. 
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Mr, Mein bet a single seed of infamous 
denomination; Mr. Seegar covered it, and 
added a cool thousand. Without looking at 
his draw Mr. Randolph pushed his entire 
pile, amounting to something over six thou- 
sand dollars, into the center of the table. 

"It's getting a bit late," he remarked, "so 
I'll cut the game short as far as I am con- 
cerned." 

"Is that your bet, Bobby?" asked Mr. 
Mein, thin-lipped and serious. 

Mr. Randolph nodded; Mr. Mein threw 
in with a sigh; Mr. Seegar saw. Robert 
Hervey Randolph turned up his cards with 
fingers that quivered in a first display of 
weakness. The game was irretrievably over 
as far as he was concerned. 

"Flush, eh?" said Mr. Seegar, a greedy 
gleam in his eyes. "Fortieth Street." He 
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laid down four tens and reached for the 
monster pot 

"Pardon me," said Bobby. "A straight 
flush — a small one, but my own." 

Mr. Seegar's wan face turned ashy; Mr. 
Randolph encircled the money with his arm 
and drew it in. The game ended, as do all 
titanic battles, in absolute silence. Mr. Ran- 
dolph sorted, stacked, tabulated his win- 
nings, and stuffed them into all the pock- 
ets on his person. He then noted the hour 
— eleven o'clock of a bright Thursday 
morning — and, proceeding to the nearest 
telephone-booth, called up Mr. William 
Verries, of Verries & Cat, stock-brokers. 

"That you, William? This is Bob Ran- 
dolph." 

"Why, hello, Randy I When did you stop 
running?" 
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"Never mind all that, William. Try and 
remember you have to earn a living. Will 
you tend to business? I'm serious." 

"Sure, old man. Shoot !" 

"William, IVe got sixteen thousand dol- 
lars in my jeans at the moment of speaking. 
What's the lowest margin you'll give me to 
sell Amal. I. S. & C. short for delivery at 
to-morrow's closing?" 

"Sell Amal. I. S. & C. short/" gasped Mr. 
Verries. "Why, you're crazy I Buy, and I'll 
talk to you." 

"I don't want to buy," said Mr. Ran- 
dolph patiently. iC You're right in a way 
about my being crazy. You see, since you 
saw me the other day, I've come into some 
easy long stuff, and it's just ruining my ex- 
periment in the philosophy of a moneyless 
life. I want to lose my wad just like I told 
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you, and if you don't promise to start selling 
for me inside of the next five minutes, I'll 
let friendship slide and call up some real 
brokers." 

"Well, if you put it in that way, you 
escaped loon, I'll assist your sap-headed 
philosophy to your exact cash limit. When 
will you pony up?" 

"In twenty minutes by the clock," said 
Mr. Randolph cheerfully, and rang off. 

The historic pounding drive on Amal. I. 
S. & C. that started with the opening of the 
market on the following day was of such 
Homeric proportions that the advance sale 
made by Messrs. Verries & Cat on behalf 
of Mr. R. H. Randolph during the Thurs- 
day afternoon next preceding was a mere 
drop in the bucket of oblivion to the public 
at large — a mere flea-bite lost in the shuf- 
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fling of epidermises to the monster saurians 
involved in the combat; but to Mr. Ran- 
dolph it was a matter of transcendent im- 
portance. To his brokers, it was destined to 
become one of those mysteries whose ulti- 
mate solution is forever buried in the wilds 
of far Missouri, for Mr. Randolph took his 
small revenge by refusing to show them. 

With a feeling of great relief over an or- 
der that he had placed with his tailor nine 
days previously for complete new afternoon 
and evening outfits, the successful hunch- 
buster collected one hundred and thirty-two 
thousand, thirty-eight and no hundredths 
dollars and proceeded to turn in his wagon 
to the Village Cab Company, together with 
the highest clock-reading ever known in the 
history of Manhattan. He then chartered 
one of the vehicles for hire of that concern 
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and directed it to carry him to his new 
clothes. 

At ten minutes to four, he emerged from 
his tailor's, garbed in the very latest thing 
in slim-line morning coats, a top-hat, pearly 
striped trousers, gloves, spats, a mottled, 
platinum-handled, snakewood stick, and a 
gardenia in his buttonhole. Ignoring the 
wise and friendly sneering look on the face 
of the cab-driver, who was none other than 
our old friend of saturnine visage, Patrick 
O'Reilly by name, fallen on evil times, and 
re-engaged that very day on Mr. Ran- 
dolph's recommendation, he gave a certain 
address in Fifty-ninth Street 

Let us now break one of the cardinal rules 

of narrative for cash by ruthlessly switching 

the objective point of view. Behold Miss 

Imogene Pamela Thornton dressed in a rav- 
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ishing, modestly modern tea-gown effect 
that would have cost her great-great-grand- 
mother a ducking in the pond off Bleecker 
Street if she had dared to wear it in her day 
at a fancy-dress ball, pacing up and down 
Mr. Randolph's recent sitting-room and 
counting off nine on her fingers for the hun- 
dred and eighty-sixth time. 

"Tomlinson, to-day is the ninth since Mr. 
Milyuns called, isn't it?" 

"Yes, miss. As I've been telling you all 
morning, if you will pardon me, it is." 

"Well," said Pamela; "don't forget. I'm 
not at home to any one but Mr. Randolph." 

Tomlinson passed a thin hand across a 
wearied brow. 

"I won't forget, miss. Them words will 
ring in my ears to my dying day." 

And then, at last, something else rang — 
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the bell! Pamela fluttered hither and 
thither like a bird just caged, snatched up 
a book, opened it at random, and finally 
came to a perch on one end of the big couch 
before the fire. Tomlinson, his jaw set 
grimly, advanced upon the door. For an 
agonizing small moment, Pamela held her 
breath, and then let it go with a rush as she 
heard the old valet's sonorous voice tinged, 
nay, reeking, with the joy of welcome. 

"Glad to see you back, Master Robert. 
Miss Thornton will receive you in the sit- 
ting-room." Followed jingling sounds as 
Tomlinson disconnected the door-bell. He 
was right in surmising that his former em- 
ployer did not require a guide, but, as it 
turned out, there was no reason why he 
should not have witnessed the very proper 
meeting which took place between the two 
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outwardly cool young members of society 
who were inwardly, nevertheless, seething 
with more emotions than there are fumes 
in a lime-kiln. 

"Miss Thornton!" exclaimed Mr. Ran- 
dolph, as, from force of long habit, he laid 
hat, stick and gloves on a side-table and 
then advanced with a tentatively out- 
stretched hand. 

"Oh, how do you do?" asked Pamela, ris- 
ing and offering her hand. "Wo — won't 
you sit down?" 

"Thank you; I will." 

He took the other end of the couch, 
crossed his legs in an effort to appear thor- 
oughly at home, and gazed almost furtively 
at the apparition before him. Ye gods and 
heaps of daffodils ! What a vision of loveli- 
ness, of charm, grace, breeding, carriage 
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and nurtured beauty I What a bubbling well 
of mirth ; what a source of the light of youth 
that never fails; what an armful of divine 
delight! If seven men with seven hearts 
should serve for seven years, would they, at 
the end of that time, have attained sufficient 
collective virtue to justify their approach- 
ing on bended knees to lick her swaying, 
maddening, slippered little foot? 

"Er— I— er— told Mr. Milyuns I'd call," 
said Mr. Randolph. 

"Yes?" eagerly countered Miss Thorn- 
ton. 

"Er — I — said Fd be here at four," sup- 
plemented Mr. Randolph. 

"Yes; he told me," murmured Miss 
Thornton, not quite so ardently. 

"Er — it's just four now," stated Mr. Ran- 
dolph. 
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"So it is," agreed Miss Thornton quite 
coolly, glancing at the clock and register- 
ing surprise — tone quite calm and dignified, 
"Do you think it's too early for tea?" 

"No; not at all. That is, I don't know 
much about what hours are suited to tea. 
Er — I never take it" 

"Oh, don't you?" 

A long silence intervenes. The lady could 
easily break it, but won't. She has gathered 
somewhere that silence is often a club. Mr. 
Randolph evidently shares the intuition ; he 
must say something and does. 

"I've been very busy since I saw you last." 

"How interesting!" 

"Yes; it has been — in spots. I've — er — 
been studying the under side of the upper 
world through a hole in the front glass of a 
taxi. It has given me a great idea." 
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"Really?" 

"Yes; I'm going to start the Manhattan 
Chaperoned Cab Company." 

"The what?" asked Miss Thornton, 
forced to show interest in the preposterous 
project, in spite of the facf that her eyes 
were growing more and more wounded and 
the corners of her tremulous mouth were 
drooping farther and farther south. 

"Chaperoned Cab Company," repeated 
Mr. Randolph, his broad brows puckering 
in serious thought over his wide blue eyes. 
"It doesn't sound like much of an idea until 
you follow it out. Would you like to have 
me explain it to you?" 

"Oh, ce— certainly." 

"Well, it all hangs on an invention of my 
own — an attachment to the ordinary taxi- 
meter of a miniature map of New York and 
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vicinity and a sort of seismic-needle affair. 
You set the needle on the point in the map 
corresponding to where the cab starts from 
in — er — real life. Wherever the cab goes, 
the needle shows the route in red ink on the 
map, with a time-signal of how long it 
stopped at any given house, park, store — er 
— et cetera. Do you begin to get the idea?" 

"N — no," said Miss Thornton. 

"Just think a minute. Tired old couple of 
conventional ideas and actually beyond the 
age of dancing are in horror of sitting up 
all night watching daughter have a good 
time. Send her in one of my cabs ; the ink- 
route will show just how straight she went 
to the party, how long she stayed, and how 
she came back. I forgot to mention the dic- 
tograph attachment in every vehicle. Take 
another case : Man married to a pretty and 
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very young wife. Can't you hear him say, 
'Yes, my d-d-dear; you can go anywhere if 
you'll take a Chaperoned Cab'? " 

"No, I can't," said Miss Thornton de- 
cisively, and stared meaningly at the clock, 
as though she were worrying over her next 
engagement. 

Mr. Randolph flushed, rose hastily, and 
possessed himself of hat, stick and gloves. 

"I mustn't keep you," he said, "I've got 
an appointment in about five minutes my- 
self." 

She rose, an absent-minded look in her 
eyes, and accompanied him to the door of 
the room. He opened it and took his hand 
from the knob to shake good-by. Her hand 
reached out toward his listlessly, as though 
it had become infected with the selfsame 
droop that had assailed the corners of her 
lips. 
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"May I — er — call again?" 

"No!" cried Pamela, snatched back her 
hand, threw both arms up against the door- 
jamb, dropped her curly head upon them, 
and burst into tears. 

Mr. Randolph's platinum-headed cane 
fell with a clatter; his gloves fluttered to 
the floor, and his new top-hat, emitting a 
clucking, mirthful sound, hurtled across the 
room. In less time than it has taken to de- 
scribe these simultaneous events, he had 
seized the sobbing girl in his arms and was 
babbling as follows : 

"Miss Tho — Pamela — Pam, you dearest 
and sweetest of all the little women in the 
world I Oh, darling, don't cry; but if you 
must, then cry on me — so ! That's right, my 
precious; put your arms round my neck and 
hold me close. S — strangle mc, b — but 
never, never let me go." 
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He stooped gradually, picked her up, and 
made for the couch. Just before he got 
there, he reached a small prayer-rug of Per- 
sian design and of great value, one of many 
such oases in the large expanse of beauti- 
fully waxed flooring. The specified rug 
seemed to take sudden offense at Mr. Ran- 
dolph's rude footfall. It took to itself wings 
and flew from under him. The crash of two 
of the choicest bits of Manhattan's human- 
ity was terrific. Above the din of scattering 
furniture could be heard the peal of a girl's 
clear laughter, and presently a voice ring- 
ing merrily through half-swallowed sobs : 

"M — my — what a b — bump!" 

They sat on the floor, face to face, and 
matched a treble: "Ha! Ha! Ha!" with a 
heavy male: "Haw! Haw! Haw!" The ter- 
rified Tomlinson burst in upon the scene, 
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and there are twenty-six adjectives that 
would have fitted the look on his counte- 
nance, the first five being "astounded," 
"scandalized," "amazed," "deprecating," 
"appalled." 

"M — Master (Robert! M — Miss Imo- 
genel" 

Pamela pointed one finger at him weakly, 
and was off again to tumble down another 
cascade of laughter. Tomlinson shook his 
solemn head from side to side in a grieved 
and palsied motion. 

"Such doings! I never — no — I never!" 

"Tomlinson is right," said Mr. Randolph 
solemnly, as he rose and helped Pamela to 
her feet. "I consider this the most astonish- 
ing sample of deportment that has come to 
my immediate attention for — for ten years." 
He turned to the unmollified servitor. 
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"Tomlinson," he continued, still support- 
ing the laughter-weakened Pamela with one 
arm, "I think it is due you to explain that 
Miss Thornton and I were merely rehears- 
ing, or, rather, reviving the occasion of our 
first meeting. It was sitting just as you 
found us that we first made each other's 
acquaintance a decade ago, except that the 
encounter took place on the western side- 
walk of Fifth Avenue at about the corner 
of Forty-eighth Street. I trust that this in- 
formation will clear up all doubts in your 
mind as to our sanity, and that you will now 
leave us to the settlement of certain personal 
affairs of great moment." 

Tomlinson withdrew, still shaking his old 
head from side to side, and mumbling his 
opinion that the explanation, far from con- 
doning an affront to what had once been an 
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orderly establishment, was in the nature of 
a plant on his credulity. No sooner had he 
closed the door softly but firmly on the 
scene of wreckage than Mr. Randolph 
turned all his attention to the lady in his 
arms. 

"Pam," he said, "I want you to stop 
laughing." He laid his hands on her shoul- 
ders, held her at arm's length, and forced 
her eyes to a long and breathlessly solemn 
meeting with his own. "My dear girl," he 
continued, "when I came here this after- 
noon, the sudden bloom of your beauty 
swept me off my usually confident mental 
bearings. I saw how completely desirable 
you are and my courage sank and left me, 
as though some one had said, Tou can have 
her if you'll just step up to Mars' When I 
was running away, so that I might live to 
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fight for you in many other days, the flame 
of you swept down and seized my coward 
heart. It's yours, darling, forever — if you'll 
only take it I" 

And then they kissed each other — one of 
those long, unhurried marriages of the lips 
in which eye meets wondering eye so closely 
that the barriers of flesh and space and time 
are pushed aside, and all the whole wide 
world together with seven heavens are 
crowded into the tiny sphere of a single 
lucent orb. Look at them, oh, you growing 
public; watch them do it! For while it is 
customary to draw the veil on these intimate 
first contacts of the soul, let it be said that 
such conventional literary hypocrisy is 
herein abjured on the grounds that the real 
thing in youth in love doesn't give a whoog 
jyho sees. 
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Even such a kiss as is under review has an 
end as well as a beginning, and just as this 
one finished its too brief but crowded span 
of life came the honk three times repeated 
of a motor-horn, as though the world at 
large had availed itself of that means to cap 
the shameless osculation with three excla- 
mation-points. 

"Why, Bobby," cried Pamela, "you've 
never kept your cab waiting?" 

"Sometime to-night," said Mr. Randolph 
dreamily, sadly, wistfully, "I'll have to go 
somewhere away from here. Let him wait." 



THE END 
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